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| PREFACE. 


H E memory and judgement undoubtedly 


pre, like all other human faculties, to be im- 


proved by moderate exerciſe ; but it is to be 
Fegretted, that the improvement of the me- 
nory of children is too often either totally 


eglected by thoſe who have the care of their 
ducation, or the youthful mind is over- 


daded by the retention of long and entire 
Dems, which, in moſt inſtances, give them a 
Footed diſguſt to that kind of exerciſe. To 
nable the teacher to ſteer between theſe two 
xtremes, the editor of this little work has 
lected, from our moſt admired poets, the 
Peetical Bloſſoms, in which he flatters himſelf 


complaint alluded to will be done away, 
2 7 and 


r ä 


poems by heart, and be obliged to repeat it to 
their tutors, who ſhould teach them to pro- 


and the rifing generation be inſtructed while 
they are amuſed, _ 
Poetry is more eaſily remembered than 
proſe, and the juvenile orators have more op- 
portunity of diſplaying their talents, in ſpeak- 


ing a few verſes, than they can have from the 


repetition of long proſe ſpeeches. 
Children are capable of theſe exerciſes of 
the memory much ſooner than the generality 
of tutors imagine; and I am clearly convinced, 
from long practice and repeated trials, that 
were young people to get one of theſe ſhort 


nounce it accurately, and point out to them 
where properly to lay the emphaſis, it would 
be attended with the moſt pleaſing effects. 


POETICAI 


POETICAL BLOSSOMS. 


J 


CONTENTMENT. 


ONTENTMENT, parent of delight, 
o much a ſtranger to our ſight ; 

ay, goddeſs, in what happy place 
ortals behold thy blooming face! 

hy gracious auſpices impart, 

nd for thy temple chooſe my heart, 
hey, whom thou deigneſt to inſpire, 

hy ſcience learn, to bound deſire ; 

y happy alchymy of mind 

hey turn to pleaſure all they find; 


ICA B | They 
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They both diſdain in outward mien, 


—— — 


And meretricious art of dreſs, 
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A various journey to the deep, 


„„ oe 
The grave and ſolemn garb of ſpleen, 


To feign a joy, and hide diſtreſs ; 
Unmov'd, when the rude tempeſt blows, 
Without an opiate they repoſe ; 

And, cover'd by your ſhield, defy 
The whizzing ſhafts that round them fly. 
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A PROSPECT. 
AND ſee the rivers how they run, 
Thro' woods and meads, in ſhade and ſun, 
Sometimes ſwift, ſometimes flow, 
Wave ſucceeding wave, they go 


Like human life, to endleſs ſleep ! 
Thus in Nature's veſture wrought, 
To inſtruct our wand'ring thought ; 
Thus ſhe dreſſes green and gay, 

To diſperſe our cares away. 
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ANOTHER. PROSPECT. 


EE on the mountain's ſouthern ſide, 
here the proſpect opens wide, 


Where the evening gilds the tide, 


ow cloſe and ſmall the edges lie! 


A ſtep, methinks, may paſs the ſtream, 
o little diſtant dangers ſeem: 
zo we miſtake the fuiure's face, 
y'd thro' Hope's deluding glaſs ; 
As yon ſummits ſoft and fair, 
lad in colours of the air, 
Which, to thoſe who journey near, 


Barren, brown, and rough appear; 


till we tread the ſame coarſe way, 
he preſent's ſtill a cloudy day 
Dh! may 1 with myſelf agree, 
And never covet what Klee, - 
ontent me with an humble ſhade, 
y paſſions tam'd, my wiſhes laid: 
Wa 7 


hat ſtreaks of meadows crofs the- eye 1 


} 


NOW, &en now, my joys run high, 


We court ſociety and hate mankind, 


( 4] 
For while our wiſhes wildly roll, 
We baniſh quiet from the ſoul. 
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NATURAL JOYS. 


As on the mountain turf I lie; 

While the wanton Zephyr ſings, | 
And in the vale perfumes his wings; 
While the waters murmur deep, 
While the ſhepherd charms his ſheep, 
While the birds unbounded fly, 


And with muſic fill the ſky, 
Now, ev'n now, my joys run high, 
2288 | 
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INCONSISTENCY OF MIND. K 
SUCH is our inconſiſtency of mind, þ 


Fa, 


With ſome we quarrel, for they're too ſincere Wy 


With others, for they're cloſe, reſerv'd, ano; 


queer. Thu 


13 . 
his is too learn'd, too prudent, or too wiſe; 
And that we for his ignorance deſpiſe. 
vaice, perhaps, our ear ſhall harſhly ſtrike, 
hen ſtrait ev'n wit itſelf ſhall raiſe diſlike. 
ur eye may by ſome feature be annoy'd, 

ehold, at once, a character deſtroy d. 

ne's ſo good-natur'd, he's beyond all bearing, 

We'll ridicule no friend, though out of hearing. 

Another warm'd with zeal offends our eyes, 
ecauſe he holds the mirror up to vice. 

ſo wonder, then, ſince fancies wild as theſe 

an move our ſpleen, that real faults diſpleaſe. 
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SELF-CONCEIT. 
HIS Self-conceit ſteps in, and with ſtrict eye 
cans ev'ry man, and ev'ry man awry ; 
hat reigning paſſion, which thro” every ſtage 
f life (till haunts us with unceaſing rage. 
ncere go quality ſo mean, but what can raiſe 
d, anſſome drudging, driveling candidate for praiſe. 
Thi B 3 Ev'n 
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| Ev'n in the wretth, who wretches can deſpiſy F 
Still Self-conceit will find a time to riſe. ; 


The loweſt jeſt makes Delia laugh to death, 


— 


„ 


Quintus ſalutes you with forbidding face, 
And thinks he carries his excuſe in lace. 
You aſk, why Clodius bullies all he can? 
Clodius will tell you, he's a gentleman. © 
Myrtilla ſtruts and ſhudders half the year, 
With a round cap, that ſhews a fine turn'd ear ] 


Yet ſhe's no fool, ſhe has only handſome tee 

Ventoſo lolls, and ſcorns all human kind, 

From the gilt coach, with four lac'd ſlaves 
hind. 
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THE PRINCIPAL STUDY OF LIFE. 


HERE the main ſtreſs of all our cares muſt| 
To watch ourſelves with ſtrict and conſtant et 
To mark the working mind, when paſſio 

courſe g 


Begins to ſwell, and reaſon ſtill has force; {MW 
' | 


1 


deſpiſi or, if ſhe's conquer'd by the ſtronger tide, 


e. Obſerve the moments when. they firſt ſubſide ; 
ace, For he who hopes a victory to win 

de. o'er other men, muſt with himſelf begin; 

n? {WEIfe, like a town by mutiny oppreſs'd, 

n. He's ruin'd by the foe within his breaſt. 

year, And they alone, who in themſelves oft view _ 
n'd ei an's image, know what method to purſue. 


All other creatures keep in beaten ways, 

me tee Man only moves in an eternal maze : 

He lives and dies, not tam'd by cultivation, 
The wretch of reaſon, and the dupe of paſſion; 
urious of knowing, yet too proud to learn, 
ore prone to doubt, than anxious to diſcern. 
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mut! GOOD-NATURE. 


ſtant ej 
| paſs 


GOOD ſenſe and learning may eſteem obtain; 
Tumour and wit a laugh, if rightly ta'en : 
air virtue admiration may impart ; 

Orce; ut 'tis Good-nature only wins the heart ; 


It 
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And brightens ev'ry feature of the face; 


— 
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It moulds the body to an eaſy grace, 


It ſmooths th' unpoliſh'd tongue with elo. 
QUENCE, | 8 
And adds perſuaſion to the fineſt ſenſe. 
Yet this, like every diſpoſition, has f 
Fixt bounds, o'er which it never ought to paſs. 4 
When ſtretch'd too far, its honour dies away, 1 
Its merit ſinks, and all its charms decay. Y 
Among the good it meets with no applauſe, 
And to its ruim the malicious draws : 
A ſlave to all who force it, or entice, 
It falls by chance in virtue or in vice. 
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' WIT AND MEMORY. 


HOW hard ſoe'er it be to bridle wit, 

Yet mem'ry oft no leſs requires the bit; 
How many hurried by its force away, 
For ever in the land of goſſips ſtray ! 
5 Uſun 


U \ 
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furp the province of the nurſe to lull, 

ithout her privilege for being dull! 

ales upon. tales they raiſe the ſtories high, 
Vithout regard to uſe or ſymmetry. 

ſtory ſhould, to pleaſe, at leaſt ſeem true, 
Be a-propos, well told, conciſe, and new. 
And whenſoe'er it deviates from theſe rules, 
The wiſe will ſleep, and leave applauſe to fools, 


5295959 4. ( 


RalLIERT. 
ABOVE ev'ry thing raillery decline, 
Nature but few does for that taſk deſign: 
is in the ableſt hand a dangerous tool, 
ut never fails to wound the meddling fool; 
or all muſt grant, it needs no common art 
o keep men patient, when we * them | 
ſmart. | 
ot wit alone, nor humour's ſelf, will do, | 
ithout good-nature, and much prudence 
too, | a | 


Uſur! 


To 


| '- Io judge aright of perſons, place, and time; 


[ 10 J 


For taſte decrees what's low, and what's ſub! 
And what might charm to-day; or oer a gl. 
Perhaps at court, or next day, would ng 
Then leave to low buffoons, hy cuſtom bree 
And form'd by nature to be kick'd and fed, 
The vulgar and unenvied taſk, to hit 
All perſons right or wrong with random wit, 
„ MODENTEY», 
O all the qualities that help to raiſe 
In men the univerſal voice of praiſe, 
Whether in pleaſure or in uſe they end, 
There's none that can with Modeſty contend 
Tis a tranſparent veil that helps the ſight, 
And lets us lock on merit with delight. 
In others, tis a kindly light, that ſeems 


To gild the worſt defects with borrow'd bea 
224 : 7 Ye 


, 


x 1 ] 
et, 'tis but little that its form be caught, 
nleſs its origin be firſt in thought: 
lſe rebel nature will reveal the cheat, 
und the whole work of art at once defeat. 


| time 
t's ſub 


a gli 
ald no 
n bree 


SELF-APPLAUSE. 
d fed, 


{OLD forth upon yourſelf on no pretence, 
nleſs invited, or in Telf-defence. 

he praiſe you take, although it be your due, 
vill be ſuſpected, if it come from you: 

or each-man, by experience taught, can un 
low ſtrong a flatterer does within him dwell. 
And if to ſelf-condemning you incline, 

n ſober ſadneſs, and without deſign, 

For ſome will ſlily arrogate a vice, 
ontend{What from excels of virtue takes its riſe) : 
ſight, he world cries out, why does he hither come > 
et him do penance for his ſigs at home, 


m wit. 


ADe 


An uſeleſs gift, it meets ingratitude ? 


\ Too ſacred is the welfare of a friend, 
To give it up fon+any ſelfiſh end. 
But uſe one caution, ſift him o'er and o'er, 


And why ſhould you a bootleſs freedom uſe, 
' That ſerves him not, and may his friendſſi 


(asf 
NO part of conduct aſks for ſkill more nice, 
Though none more common, than to give a 
vice. | 
Miſers themſelves in this will not be ſaving, 
Unleſs their knowledge makes it worth the hy 


ving. 4 
And where's the wonder, when will obtru 


Shun then, unaſk'd, this arduous taſk to try 
But if conſulted, uſe ſincerity. | 


To find if all be not reſolv'd before. 

If ſuch the caſe, in ſpite of all his art, 

Some words will give the ſoundings of I 
heart : 


lole ? 
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CENSURE AND PRAISE, 


rarely-warm in cenſure or in praiſe : 

men deſerve our paſſion either ways; 

r half the world floats betwixt good and ill: 

> chance diſpoſes objects, theſe the will. 

lis but a ſee-ſaw game, where virtue now 

punts above vice, and then finks. down as 
low. 

ides, the wiſe ſtill hold it for a rule, 

d truſt that judgement moſt that ſeems moſt 

e 

r all that riſe to hyperbole, 

oves that we err, at leaſt in the degree. 

t if your temper to extremes ſhould lead, 

ways upon th' indulging fide exceed ; N 

r tho? to blame moſt lend a willing ear, 


TY 
* of H hatred ever will attend on fear; b 
; d when a neighbour's dwelling blazes out, 

m uſe, Ne world will think 'tis time to look about. 
riendſh 
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| SECRETS, 
LET not the curious from your boſom teal 
Secrets, where prudence ought to ſet her ſe 

Vet be ſo frank and plain, that at one view 
In other things, each man may ſee you throug 
For if the maſk of policy you wear, : 
The honeſt hate you, and the cunning fear. 
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| DEPARTED HEROES. 
HOW fleep the brave, who ſink to reſt, 
By all their country's wiſhes bleſt | 
When ſpring, with dewy fingers cold, 
Returns to deck their hallow 'd mold, 
She there ſhall dreſs a ſweeter ſod, 
Than Fancy's feet have ever trod; 
By fairy hands their knell is rung, 
By forms unſeen their dirge is ſung. 
There Honour comes a pilgrim grey, 
To bleſs the turf that wraps their clay; 


— 


| 3 1 
nd Freedom ſhall awhile repair, 
> dwell a weeping Hermit there! 
m fteal be 
ther ſe 
ie view 
throug 
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VERSES WRITTEN IN A LADY'S 
SHERLOCK vuyon DEATH. 


MISTAKEN fair, lay Sherlock by, 
His doctrine is deceiving ; 

For while he teaches us to die, 

He cheats us of our living. - 


g fear, 


eſt, Ero die's a leſſon we ſhall know 
| Too ſoon without a maſter; 
d, hen let us only ſtudy now 


How we may live the faſter, 


To live's to love, to bleſs, be bleſt _ 
With mutual inclination ; 

Share then my ardour in your breaſt, 
And kindly meet my paſſion. 


C2 : But | 


lay; 


x „„ 
But if thus bleſs'd I may not live, 
And pity you deny, os 
To me at leaſt your Sherlock give, 
Tis I muſt learn to die. 
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| PROSPECT OF PEACE. 


METHINKS I hear more friendly ſhouts : 
bound, | 

And ſocial clarions mix their ſprightly ſour 
The Britiſh flags are furl'd, her troops diſbat 
And ſcatter'd armies ſeek their native land. 
The hardy veteran, proud of many a ſcar, 
The manly charms and honours of the war, 
Who hop'd to ſhare his friend's illuſtric 

doom, | 
And in the battle find a ſoldier's tomb, 
Leans on his ſpear to take his farewell View 


And ſighing bids the glorious camp adieu. 


[ 171 


ON THE SAME SUBJECT. 


HARM me, ye powers, with ſcenes leſs nobly 
bright, 

r humbler thoughts thy inglorious muſe de- 
light, 

ontent to ſee the horrors of the field 

y plough-ſhares levell'd, or in flowers con- 
ceal'd. 

er ſhatter'd walls may creeping ivy twine, - 
nd graſs luxuriant cloath the harmleſs mine; 
ame flocks aſcend the breach without a wound, 
r crop the baſtion, now a fruitful ground; 
hile ſhepherds ſleep, along the rampart laid, 
r pipe beneath the formidable ſhade. 


its 1 


ſoun 
1ſba! 


ary 
war, 
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BRITANNIA'S 18 LR. 
MIDST the world of waves ſo ſtands ſe- 
rene, 


ritannia's Ifle, the ocean's ſtately queen. 
C43 | In 
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In vain the nations have conſpir'd her fall, 
Her trench the ſea, and fleets her floating u: 
Defenceleſs barks, her powerful navy nean 
Have only waves and hurricanes to fear. 
What bold invader, or what land oppreſs'd, 
Hath not her anger quell'd, her aid redreſs 
Say, where have e'er her union croſſes fail TA. 
But much her arms, her juſtice more prevail ie 
Her labours are to plead th* Almighty cauſ 
Her pride to teach th* untam'd barbarian la 
Who conquers, wins by brutal ſtrength t | 
prize; 


But 'tis a godlike work to civilize. nd, 
| | | njoy 
294 Kö 
| CURE FOR THE SPLEEN. 
TO cure the mind's wrong bias, Spleen, ' 
Some recommend the bowling-green; Mx, 
Some, hilly walks; all, exerciſe ; bl 
Fling but a ſtone, the giant dies; tarle 


Laugh and be well. Monkies have been Pther 
Extreme good doctors for the Spleen; va 


L491 
fall, Wind kitten, if the humour hit, 
g wilfas harlequin'd away the fit. 


near, 
: | 

eſs'ch | 

Wo PHILOSOPHY. 


APPY the man, who, innocent, 
rieves not at ills he can't prevent. 


fall 


>yail 
auſilis ſxiff does with the current glide, 
in 1: puffing pull'd againſt the tide. 


oth | le, paddling by the ſcuffling crowd, 
es unconcern'd life's wager row'd 
nd, when hg can't prevent foul play, 
njoys the folly of the fray. 
F 999 
n, HUMAN HAPPINESS IMPERFECT. 
AY, is there aught, on which, completely 
bleſt, | | 
arleſs and full the raptur'd mind may reſt ? 
en Pthere aught conſtant? Or, if ſuch there be, 


varying man be pleas'd with conſtancy ? _ 
Mark, 


1 20 J 

Mark, then, what ſenſe the bleſling muſt em- 
_ ploy! 

The ſenſes change, and loath accuſtom'd joy, 

Eden in vain immortal ſweets diſplays, « 

If the taſte ſickens or our frame decays, 


ne 


MAN A MOTLEY SUBSTANCE» 
MAN, part from heaven, and part from huh 5 
dle earth, 
A motley ſubſtance, takes its various birth. 
Cloſe link'd to both, he hangs in diff ren 
8 chains, | 
The pliant fetter lengthening : as he ſtrains. 
If, bravely conſcious of her native fires, 
To the bold height his nobler frame aſpires; 
Near as ſhe ſoars to join th' approaching ſkie 
Our earth till leſſens to her diſtant eyes. 
But if o'erpois'd ſhe ſinks, her downward courl 


Each moment weighs, with ſtill augmentin 
force: 


Mar 


„ 
ore and more low the burthen'd ſpirit bends, 
hile weaker ſtill each heav'nly link extends; 
ill proſtrate, grov'ling, fetter'd to the ground, 
he lies in Matter's 1 0 erwhelm'd and 
bound. 


oy. 


— 
| | REASON. 
ERE muſt be pleaſures paſt the reach of 


ſenſe, 

pme nobler ſource muſt happineſs diſpenſe, 
Wcaſan, ariſe ! and vindicate thy claim, 

laſh on our minds the joy-infuſing flame; 

our forth the fount of light, whoſe endlefs 
: ſtore | | 

hought drinks inſatiate, while it thirſts for 
more. 


he prophet's voice, and wrap his ſoul in fire: 
ay of th' eternal beam ! who canſt pervade 
he diſtant part, and future's gloomy ſhade. 


nd thou, ſeraphic flame ! who could l inſpire | 


a > PFE 
N — X *. 
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While trembling Reaſon tempts Heav'n's day 


_ _ " #ling height, 
* Sublime her force, and guide her dubio 
E flight; - J 
Strengthen'd by thee, ſhe bears the fireamin re 
| blaze, | i ne 
And drinks new lights from Truth's immort 
rays. f 
55 | ea 
| | Lick 
CONTENT. EF þ n F 
HAIL, fweet Content! where joy ſeren® [ecu 
Gilds the mild ſoul's unruffled ſcene; ror 


And with blith fancy's pencil wrought, 
Spreads the white web of flowing thought; 
Shines lovely in the cheerful face, 
And cloaths each charm with native grace ; 
Effuſion pure, of bliſs ſincere, ff 
A veſtment for a god to wear! 


Whe 
rm 


T3 
FO PLEASE AND BE PLEASED. | 
VHOEVER would be pleas'd, and pleaſe, 
uſt do what others do with eaſe. 
reat precepts undefin'd by rule, 
nd only learn'd-in Cuſtom's ſchool z 
o no peculiar form confin'd, 
ſpreads through all the human kind; 
zeauty and wit and worth ſupplies, wo 
et graceful in the good and wiſe. 
Lich with this gift and none beſide, 
n Faſhion's ſtream how many glide ! 
ecure from every mental woe, 
rom treacherous friend or open foe ; = 
rom ſocial ſympathy that ſhares 
he public loſs or private cares 
Whether the barb'rous foe invade, + 
Vr merit pine in Fortune's ſhade, 


t; 


” 
— c 


of, 
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THE NATURAL APPETITES. 


HEAVEN in the human breaſt implants or 
Fit appetites. for all our wants: / | 
With hunger prompts to ſtrengtheniag food, 
With love of praiſe to public good: 
Theſe to their object ſtrait convey, 
While reaſon winds her tardy way. 
Yet in one center ſhould unite, 


— 


— — 2 


— 
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Faith, inſtinct, reaſon, appetite. Ft 

One perfect plan ordain'd to trace, Nee 

And nature dignify with grace; os 

In one great ſyſtem meant to roll, ny 

To move, ſupport, and guide the whole. Fo 
| — i 

dt 

COURTSHIP. eat} 


NOW cheerful ſprings the morning ray, ppy 
Now cheerful ſings the cloſing day ; {epic 
For every morn with her I walk'd, 
And every eve with her I talk'd, 


Wi 


25 ] 

ith her I lik'd the vernal bloom, 

ith her I 1k'd the crowded room; 
om her at night I went with pain, 

nd long'd for morn to meet again. 


99 . 


A PIPE or TOBACCO. 


TTLE tube of mighty pow'r, 
Warmer of an idle hour, | 
pect of my warm deſire, 

d of wax, and eye of fire, 

d thy ſnowy taper waiſt, 

ith my finger gently brac'd; 
d thy pretty ſwelling creſt, 

ith my little ſtopper preſt, 

d the ſweeteſt bliſs of bliſſes, 
eathing from thy balmy kiſſes. 
ppy thrice, and thrice agen, 
ppieſt he of happy men, 

o, when again the night returns, 
en again the taper burns, 
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Can afford his tube to feed | 
With the fragant Indian weed. 


_ Pleaſure for a noſe divine, 


Incenſe of the god of wine, 
Happy thrice, and thrice agen, 
Happieſt he of happy of men. 


THE MISER AND MOUSE» 
AS Pedro ſtalk d around his houſe, 
The jealous miſer ſpy d a mouſe. 
How now | cries he, what doſt thou here ? 
Sir, ſays the mouſe, dimiſs your fear ; 
I came not with tbe hopes of food, 
But for the ſake of ſolitude. 


944 
THE STAGE OF LIFE. 
OUR life's a journey in a winter's day; 


Some only break their faſt, and ſo away; 
| | | Oth 


r e A 


om; 


\ 


(#1 
hers ſtay dinner, and depart full fed; 
e deepeſt age but ſups and goes to bed. 
's moſt in debt that lingers out the day; 
ſho dies betimes, has leſs and leſs to pay. 


z 


TRE BEE sir I Io IN HONEY. 


OM flow'r to flow'r, with mo Nine, 
See the bleſs d buſy lab' rer fly; 
en all that from the toil ſne gains 


er s in the ſweets ſhe hoards to die. 


is thus, would man the truth believe, 
With life's ſoft ſweets, each fav rite joy, 
we taſte wiſely, they relieve; 

But, if we plunge too deep, deſtroy. 


SOLITUDE, 


UL, ever-pleaſing Solitude! 
ompanion of the wiſe and good ! 
„ Buß, 


+ W-] 
But, frem whoſe holy, piercing eye, 
The herd of fools and villains ly. 
Oh, how love with thee to walk! 5 A 


And liſten to thy whiſper'd talk, f. 
Which innocence and truth imparts, yt 
And melts the moſt obdurate hearts. for 


Thine is th* unbounded breath of morn, 

Juſt as the dew-bent roſe is born; 
And while meridian fervors beat, 

Thine is the woodland's dumb retreat; 

But chief, when evening ſcenes decay, 

And the faint landſcape ſwims away, 

Oh! let me pierce thy ſecret cell, 

And in thy deep receſſes dwell : 

For ever with thy raptures fir'd, 

For ever from the world retir'd ; 


: 
1 
4 
0 
: 
3 


Nor by a mortal ſeen, ſave he HE 
A Lycidas or Licon be, ard, 
or I 


muſ 
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23 LIBERTY. | 
AlL Liberty! whoſe preſence glads th'abode 
f Heav*n itſelf, great attribute of God 
y thee ſuſtain'd, th* unbounded ſpirit runs, 
loulds orbs on orbs, and lights up ſuns on 
ſuns; 
y thee ſuſtain'd in love unwearied lives, by 
nd uncontroul'd creates, ſupports, forgives : 
o pow'r, or time, or ſpace, his will witty 
ſtood : 
mighty! endleſs! infinite in good! 


8 


PATIENCE. 


HE country lately, twas my wiſh: oh there} 
ardens, diverſions, friends, relations, air. 

or London now, dear London, how I burn! 
muſt be happy, ſure, when I return. 
hoever hopes true happineſs to ſee, 


BEIATopes for what never was, nor e'er will be. 
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The neareſt eaſe, ſince we muſt ſuffer ſtill, 
Are they, who dare be patient under ill. 


9299 


IN DOLEN CE. 


Man ſhould have ſomewhat evermore to do. 


#1} But ſurely better ſuch by far, than none : 
I)he perfect drone, the quite impertinent, 

| Whoſe life at nothing aims, but to be ſpent 
Such Heaven viſits for ſome mighty ill: 
*Tis ſure the hardeſt labour to fit ſtil], 


Who lin, for want of ſomething elſe to do. 


propane <oee 


SLOTH. 


fills! | 
Racking their brains with viſionary ils! 


He! 


i FEW people know it, yet, dear Sir, 'tis tin 


Hence that unhappy tribe, who nought purſu 


WHAT numbers, Sloth with gloomy hum 


h 


1 Hard labour's tedious, every one muſt own;ſſh;; 


J0 


1 


til, Mience what loud outcries, and well-meaning. 


I, rage, | 

What endleſs quarrels at the preſent age 

ow. many blame? how often may we hear, 

Such vice! well, ſure, the laſt day muſt be 
6 near i” 

avoid ſuch wild, imaginary pains, 

he ſad creation of diſtemper'd brains, 

diſpatch, dear friend ! move, labour, ſweat, 
run, fly! ; | 

Jo aught—but think the day of judgement 


tis trut 
o do. 
own; 
ne: 
nt, 


ſpent nigh. 

9259 094 
purſit | 
500 PEEVISHNESS, 


here are, who've loft all reliſh for delight : 
ith them no earthly thing is ever right. 
' expect to alter to their taſte were vain, 
or who can mend ſo faſt as they complain? 
humiſſynate' er you do ſhall be a crime with ſuch : 


51 
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too much. ; Thus 
Her 


Ine while you've loſt your tongue, then talk 


| 1 
Thus fhall yon meet their waſpiſh temper il 
As hedge-hogs prick you, you which fide you 
| wik- 
How many ſuch in peeviſhneſs grown old, 
With vigour ne! er do any thing but ſcold ! 
Who ſpirits only from ill-humour get, 
Like wines that die, unleſs upon the fret, 
RE 


THE POETASTER,. 
*MONGST all the inſtances of genius croſt, War 


The rhyming tribe are __ who err thy | 
moſt, 

Each piddling wretch, who hath but commonfnd 
ſenſe, 5 er} 


Or thinks he hath, to verſe ſhall make pretenceMo x 

Why not? tis their diverſion, and *twerfis ] 

rd, 

If men of their eſtates ſhould 50 debarr'd. 

Thus wealth with them gives every thing be 
ſide ; 


As people worth ſo much are qualified. 
2 They“ 


— 


138-3 
hey*ve all the requiſites for writing fit, 


e youll but that one ſome little ſhare of wit. 
d, „ ER——_ 
a! 


THE PEDANT. 


EE the pedantic teacher, winking dull, 

he letter'd tyrant of a trembling ſcheol ; 
eaching by force, and proving by a frown, 
is lifted faſces ram the leſſon down. 
rom tortur'd ſtrains of eloquence he draws 
arbaric precepts and unmeaning laws. 

Wy his own ſenſe would T els words ex- 
pound, 

mmond a new Vandal tramples claſſic ground. 
erhaps a bigot to the learned page, 

etencyWo modern cuſtom can his thoughts engage; 
*twelWlis little farm by Georgic rules he ploughs, 
nd prunes by metre the luxuriant boughs. 


d. 
ing be 
BRI» 


They“ 


. Twice did uſurping Rome extend her band, 


With Peter's ſword and Michael's lance We 


The Jeluit legions, as they know full well. 
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< RITANNIA. 


BRITANNIA ſmiling views her golden plain $ 
From mitred bondage free and papal chains, , 
Her jocund ſons paſs each unburthen'd OY 
Securely quiet, innocently gay. 


Lords of themfelves, the happy ruſtics ſing, 
Each of his little tenement the king. 


To re-inſlave the new-delivera land. 

Twice were her fable bands to battle warm"! 

With pardons, bulls, and texts, and murthe | 
ae}; 


ſent, 

And whatcer ſtores ſupply'd the cfiurehs's at 
mament. 

Twice did the gallant Albion Face expel 


FANCY 


5 


FAN CY. 
lee parent of each lovely Muſe! 
oY hy ſpirit o'er my ſoul diffuſe ; 
1aing | 


er all my artleſs ſongs preſide, 


y footſteps to thy temple guide, 
o offer at thy turf-built ſhrine, 
ing, golden cups no coſtly wine, 
o murder'd fatlings of the flock, 
hand, 


ut lowers and honey from the rock. 
nymph ! with looſely flowing hair, 
th:buſkin'd leg, and boſom bare, 

hy waiſt with myrtle-girdle bound, 

hy brows with Indian feathers erown'd, 
aving in thy ſnowy hand 

all- commanding magic wand, 

f pow'r to bid freſh gardens blow 

id cheerleſs Lapland's barren ſnow, 


1 hoſe rapid wings thy flight convey 
Vene hrough air, and over earth and ſea, 
hile the vaſt various landſcape lies 
nſpicuous to thy piercing eyes. 
Act Þ Sx 8 Of 


MELAN= 
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MELANCHOLY. 


HASTE, Fancy, from theſe ſcenes of folly, 
To meet the matron Melancholy, 
Goddeſs of the tearful eye, 

That loves to fold her arms and ſigh! 

Let us with ſilent footſteps go 

To charnels and the houſe of woe, 

To Gothic churches, vaults, and tombs, 
Where each ſad night ſome virgin comes, 
With throbbing breaſt, and faded cheek, 
Her promis'd bridegroom's urn to ſeek ; 
Or to ſome abbey's mould*ring tow'rs, 
Where to avoid cold wintry ſhow'rs, 
The naked beggar ſhivering lies, 

Whilſt whiſtling tempeſts round her riſe, 
And trembles, leſt the tottering wall 
Should on her ſleeping infant fall. 


folly, 


IMAG 
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IMAGINATION. 
W let us louder ſtrike the lyre, 
my heart glows with martial fire : 
el, I feel, with ſudden heat, 
big tumultuous boſom beat. 
e trumpet's clangors pierce my ear, 
houſand widows ſhrieks I hear: 
ye me another horſe, I cry, | 
the baſe Gallic ſquadrons fly. 
ence is this rage ?—what ſpirit, ſay, 
battle hurries me away ? | 
js Fancy, in her fiery car, 
anſports me to the thickeſt war: 
ere Whirls me o'er the hills of ſlain, 
here tumult and deſtruction reign ; | 
here, mad with pain, the wounded ſteed 
amples the dying and the dead; 
ere giant 'Terror ſtalks around, 
th ſullen joy ſurveys the ground, 
d, pointing to th* enſanguin'd field, 
kes his dread Gorgon ſhield, 
E | ANCIENT. 
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ANCIENT VIRTUE. 


IN days, we're told, when mother Time, 
Though now grown old, was in her prime, 

When Saturn firſt began to rule, 

And Jove was hardly come from ſchool, 

How happy was a country life! 

How free from wickedneſs and ſtrife ! 

Then each man liv'd upon his farm, 
And thought-and did no mortal harm, 

On moſſy banks fair virgins ſlept, 

As harmleſs as the flocks they kept; 

Then love was all they had to do, 
And nymphs were chaſte, and ſwains » 

EE 0 et 

But now, whatever poets write, 

*Tis ſure the caſe is alter'd quite}; 
Virtue no more in rural plains, 

Or innocence, or peace remains. 
Fierce party- rage each village fires, 

With wars of juſtices and 'fquires 


C 39 1 
ornies, for a bartey firaw, 
ole ages Hamper folks in law. 
e quarrel for their hares and pigeons, 
i ſome for diff*rence in religions. 
e hold their parſon the beſt preacher, 
e tinker, ſome, a better teacher. | 


— 


+ = EMPLOYMENT. 
T if civilities ſhould teaze me, 
buſinefs nor diverſions pleaſe me, 
Taſk, my friend, how time I ſpend ? 
wer, with a book, or friend; | 
e circulating hours dividing 
rixt reading, walking, eating, riding. 
books are ſtill my higheſt joy: 
teſe earlieſt pleaſe, and lateſt cloy. 
etimes o'er diſtant climes I ſiray, 
guides experienc'd taught the way: 
e wonders of each region view, 
Mm frozen Lapland to Peru; 


uns w 
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Bound o'er rough ſeas, and mountains bar 
Yet ne'er forſake my elbow- chair. 


n rr 
ON THE SAME. 


SOMETIMES I paſs a whole long r 
In happy indolence away, 0 

In fondly meditating o'er _ ot 
Paſt pleaſures, and in hoping more ; 

Or wander through the fields and woods, t 
And gardens bath'd in circling floods; 
There blooming flowers with rapture view, 
And ſparkling gems of morning dew, 
Whence in my mind ideas rife 

Of Czlia's cheeks, and Chloe's eyes. | 


T0! 


— 
THE POWERS OP Tas PEN. 3 
LET mighty Love no longer boaſt his darts 


That ſtrike unerring, aim'd at mortal hearts ; 
Chloe 


( 41 } 
hloe, your guile can equal wonders do, 
Vound full as ſure, and at a diſtance too. 
rm'> with your rb d weapons in your 
hands, 
om pole to pole you ſend your great com- 
7 mands; | 
_ Modiftant climes in vain the lover flies, 
our pen o'ertakes him, if he *ſcapes your 
wey: - 
ds, IP thoſe, who from the ſword in battle run, 
3 Pr periſh victims to the diſtant gun. | 
view, auty's a ſhort-liv d blaze, a fading flow'r | 
ut theſe are charms no ages can devour : 
heſ?, far ſuperior to the brighteſt face, 
riumph alike oer time, as well as ſpace; 
ſhen that fair form, which thouſands now 
adore, | 
years decay'd, ſhall tyrannize no more, 
our lovely lines ſhall future ages view, — 
nd eyes, as yet unborn, be charm'd by you. | 


is bare 


darts, 
hearts. 
Chloe 
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ONCE in Arcadia, that fond ſeat of love, 


For her they leave their 3 flocks to 
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THE ARCADIAN NYMPH. 


] 
There liv'd a nymph, the pride of all the 
grove, | 
A lovely nymph, adorn'd with every grace, 
An eaſy ſhape, and ſweetly blooming face. 
Fanny, the damſePs name, as chaſte as fair, 
Each virgin's envy, and each ſwain's deſpair, 
To charm her ear the riyal ſhepherds ſing, 
Blow the ſoft flute, and wake the trembling 
ſtring: ; 


rove, 


| WARE Fanny's name reſounds thro? ev'ry 


_ grove, \ 
And ſpreads on every tree, enclog'd in 
knots of love. 


4 


THE GIFTS OF NATURE. 


ISE Nature ever with a prudent hand, 
ſpenſes various gifts to every land, 
every nation frugally imparts 

race, genius fit for ſome peculiar arts: 


ce. trade the Dutch incline, the Swiſs to arms; 
fair, Muſic and verſe are ſoft Italia's charms ; 
eſpair, Nitannia juſtly glories to have found 

nds unexplor*d, and ſail'd the globe around; 


mblingWt none will ſure preſume to rival France, 
hether ſhe forms or executes the dance. 
Ks to | 
95 4.44 
VN DANCING. 


| ancient times (ſuch times are now no more) 
hen Albion's crown illuſtrious Arthur wore, 
ſome fair op'ning glade, each ſummer's 
night, 

here the pale moon diffus'd her ſilver light, 

the, ſoft carpet of a graſſy field, 

rule ſporting fairies their aſſemblies held. 
Some 


In circling ringlets mark'd the level green, 


3 [ 44 1 
Some lightly tripping with their pigmy queet 


Some with ſoft notes bade mellow pipes n 
ſound, | 


And hence to cities and to courts it ran. 
| TH 


ix 
And muſic warble through the groves arounih; 
Oft lonely ſhepherds by the foreſt ſide, 
| Belated peaſants oft their revels ſpy'd, 7 
And home returning, o'er the nut-brown al 
Their gueſts diverted with the wondrous tal: 
Inſtructed hence, throughout the Britifh ils. 
And fond to imitate the pleafing toil, ; 
Round where the trembling May-pole's fir, 
| on high, - | | 8 
And bears its flow'ry honours to the ſky, Mal 
The ruddy maids and ſun- burnt ſwains reſo 
And practiſe every night the lovely ſport. 
On every ſide Æolian artiſts ſtand, 
Whoſe active elbows ſwelling winds command 
The ſwelling winds harmonious pipes inſpin 
And blow in every breaſt a generous fire. 
Thus taught, at firſt, the country dance bega q 
. 


E þ 


y quee! | 
;reen. MUST broke from ſchool, pert, impudent, and 
pes raw, | | | 

Ixpert in Latin, more expert in law, 
arounſſpis Honour poſts o'er Italy and France, 


THE MODERN FINE GENTLEMAN. 


8, eaſures St. Peter's dome, and learns to dance 3 
, hence having quick thro' various countries 
own il fown, 
ous taleſlean'd all their follies, and expogd his own, 
tit ile back returns, a thing fo {ſtrange all o'er, 
| s never ages paſt produc'd before, 
te” s fu monſter of ſuch complicated worth, 

$ no one ſingle clime could e' er bring forth 
ky, alf atheiſt, papiſt, gameſter, bubble, rook, 
ns reſo alf fidler, coachman, dancer, groom, and 
port. cook. | 
ommand 9899 
3 inſpin | 
2. THE MODERN FINE LADY, 
de begaſÞILL'D in each art that can adorn the fair, 
_ he ſprightly dance, the ſoft Italian air; 


TH 


7 


The 


Cy 

The toſs of quality, and high-bred fleer, 
Now Lady Harriot reach'd her fifteenth year, 
Wing'd with diverſions all her moments flew, 
Each, as it paſs'd, preſenting ſomething new, 
Breakfaſts and auctions paſs the morn away, 
Each evening gives an op'ra or aplay; 
Then Brag's eternal joys all night remain, 
And kindly ufher in the morn again. 
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THE FINE LADY'S EXIT. 


NOW ſee her in the ſad decline of life, 

A peeviſh miſtreſs, and a ſulky wife; 

Her nerves unbrac'd, her taded cheek grow 

pale 

With many a real, many a fancy'd ail; 

Of cards, admirers, equipage bereft ; 

Her inſolence and title only left. 

Severely humbled to her one-horſe chair, 

And the low paſtimes of a country fair, t 

Till 
8 


[ 47 J 
r, [ſoo wretched to endure one lonely day, 
year, Too proud one friendly viſit to repay, 1 
flew, ſoo indolent to read, too criminal to pray. J 
z new. length half dead, half mad, and quite con- 
away, fin'd, 
Fhunning and ſhun'd dy of all of human kind 
Sn, rn robb'd of the laſt comfort of her life, 
nſulting the pcor curate's callous wife, 
ride, diſappointed pride, now-ſtops her breath, 
nd with true ſcorpion rage ſhe gp herſelf 
to death, 


c 2 


THE WISDOM OF BRUTES, 

Kk growFILL the wiſe elephant deſert the wood, 

0imitate the whale and range the flood ? 
\n will the mole her native earth forſake, 
wanton madneſs to explore the lake? 
et man, whom ſtill ideal profit ſways, 
an thoſe leſs prudent, and more blind 

than theſe, 

TaQFilquit his home, and vent'rous brave the 
_ ſeas; 


hair, 
ir. 


And 
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„„ 
And when his raſhneſs its deſert has found, 
The fool ſurviving weeps the fool that's 
drown'd, 


GENIUS, VIRTUE, AND REPUTATION. 
A FABLE. | 


AS Genius, Virtue, Reputation, 

Three worthy friends, o'er all the nation 
Agreed to roam; then paſs the feas, 
And viſit Italy and Greece; 

By travel to improve their parts, 

And learn the languages and arts; 

Not like our modern fops and beaux, 

| T'improve the pattern of their cloaths. 


n GENIUS. 


T HEN Genius faid—Companions dear, 
To what I ſpeak incline an ear. 


ound, 
1 that's 


"ION, 


tion 


hs. 


Son 
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t us againſt the worſt provide, 

Ind give ſome ſign, by which to find 
friend thus loſt or left behind. 

or me, if cruel fate ſhould ever 
eand my dear companions ſever, 

o, ſeek me near the walls of Rome, 

t Angelo's or Raphael's tomb: 

relſe at Virgil's ſacred ſhrine, 
menting with the mournful Nine. 


VIRTUE. 


EXT Virtue, pauſing, (for ſhe knew 
he places were but very few, 

There ſhe could fairly hope to ſtay 

ill her companions came that way,) 


he maſquerade and carnival, 

here all in falſe diſguiſe appear, 
ut Vice, whoſe face is ever bare; 
lis ten to one, I am not there. 

| F 


dme chance, perhaps, may us divide: 


as by (ſhe cry'd) the court, the ball, 


Cælia, 


„„ -- 
Czxlia, the lovelieſt maid on earth! 
I've been her friend e'er ſince her birth, 
Perfection in, her perſon charms, 

And Virtue all ker boſom warms. 

A matchleſs pattern for the fair, 
Her dwelling ſeek, you'll find me there, 


REPUTATION; - 


CRY'D Reputation—T, like you, 
Had once a foft companion too. 

As fair her perſon, and her fame, 

And Coquetiſſa was her name. 

Ten thouſand lovers {well'd her train, 
Ten thouſand lovers figh'd in vain. 
Where-e'er ſhe went, the danglers came, 
Yet {till I was. her favourite flame, 
Till once, ('twas at the public ſhow) 
The play being done, we roſe to go. 

A thing, who long had ey'd the fair, 
His neck ſtiff yok'd in ſolitaire, 


th, 


5 
ame, 


| 


11 
ith clean white gloves firſt made approach, 
hen begg'd to lead her to her coach. 
en loſt ſhe Reputation quite: | 


ends, take example from that night, 

ad never leave me from your fight. 

r oh ! if cruel fate intends 

er to part me from my friends, 

unk that I'm dead; my death deplore ; 
t never hope to ſee me tore! 

vain you'll ſearch the world around, 

ſt Reputation's never to be found. 


| Ha 
oy 9 . 


WISDoM. 


L ſolitary bird of night 
th the thick ſhade now Ving his disk, 
And quits his time-ſhook tower, 
dere, ſhelter'd from the blaze of day, 
philoſophic gloom he lay, 

Beneath his ivy bower. 


Wit 


'F2 With 
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„ 

With joy I hear the ſolemn ſound, 

Which midnight echoes waft around, 
And ſighing gales repeat. 

Fav'rite of Pallas! I attend, 

And faithful to thy ſummons bend 
At Wiſdom's awful feet. 


| 


From envy, hurry, noiſe, and ſtrife, 
The dull impertinence of life, 


In thy retreat I reſt: 

Purſue thee to the peace ful groves, 

Where Plato's ſacred ſpirit roves, 
In all thy beauties dreſts 


Beneath the clear diſcerning eye 
The viſionary ſhadows fly | 

Of Folly's painted ſhow : 
She ſees through every fair diſguiſe, 


That all but Virtue's ſolid joys 


Are vanity and woe. 


£ 
HUM h 
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HUMAN LIFE. 

HAT'S all this wiſt'd-for empire, Life ! 
ſcene of miſery, care, and ſtrife; 
| make the moſt, that's all we have 
tween the cradle and the grave. 
te being is not worth the charge; 
hold the eſtimate at large. 
r youth, is filly, idle, vain ; 
Ir age is full of care and pain. 
om wealth accrues anxiety ; 
ant and contempt from poverty. 
hat trouble buſineſs has in ſtore | 
w idleneſs fatigues us more! 
reaſon, th' ignorant are blind; 
e learned's eyes are too refin'd. 
ch wit deems every wit his foe, 
ch fool is naturally ſo. 7 
d every rank, and every ſtation, 
eet juſtly with difapprobation. 

y, man, is this the boaſted ſtate, 
HUM here all is pleaſant, all is great ? 
Mg DEATH. 
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Diſeaſe and caſualty attend 
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DEATH. 7 


HARK ! at the death-betok'ning knell 
Of vonder doleful paſſing-bell 1 

Perhaps a friend, perhaps a father's dead, 
Or the lov'd partner of thy bed! 
Perhaps the only ſon lies there, 
Breathleſs upon the ſable bier! 

Say, what can eaſe the preſent grief, 
Can former joys afford relief? 

Thoſe former joys remember'd ſtill, 

The more augment the recent ill, 

And, where you ſeek for comfort, gain 
Additional increaſe of pain. 

What woes from mortal ills accrue ! 

And what from natural enſue} 


Our footſteps to the journey's end. 
'The cold catarrh, the gout, and ſtone, 
The dropſy, jaundice, join'd in one; 
The raging fever's inward heat, 
The pale conſumption's fatal ſweat, 

5 © And 


lead, 


BY 8H 
ind thouſand more diſtempers roam, 
o drag us to th' eternal home. 


SPRING, 


ARK ! how the renovating ſpring 

rites the feather*d choir to ling. 

ontaneous mirth and rapture glow 

every ſhrub, and every bough. 

er little airs a leſſon give, 

y teach us mortals how to live, 

dwell adviſe us, whilſt we can, 

dipend in joy the vital ſpan. 

gay and youthful, all advance 

ether knit in feſtive dance: 

, blooming Hebe leads the way, 
youth is Nature's holiday. 


VERSES 
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' VERSES WRITTEN IN 4 BOOK CALLED = 
is 8 
FABLES vox THE FEMALE SEX. Yet 
By Edward Moore. ate b 
_ | Unb 
WHILE here the poet paints the charms, Wh ſo 
Which blefs the perfect dame, That 
How unaffected beauty warms, 
And wit'preſerves the Tine. | Be he 
£ | . hile 
How prudence, virtue, ſenſe agree, dub 
Io form the happy wife! 
In Lucy and her look I ſee 
The picture and the life. 
„ 


JAU( 
Tho 
/ hoſe 
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bound 
The pt 


TO THE LATE EARL OF CHESTERFIELD 


CAN eaſe be conſiſtent with ſtate ? 
Can freedom and pomp thus agree ? 
O Stanhope ! who would not be great, 
If eaſy in greatneſs like thee ? 


Coane rt I 


I 
et ſtateſmen pretend to deſpiſe 
Thoſe talents that furniſh delight, 
is Stanhope alone to be wiſe, 
Yet pleaſure with wiſdom unite. 
ate burthens may hurt the gay ſoul, 
Unbended alone we taſte joy ; 
do ſoon our grey hairs muſt controul 
That bliſs which our prime ſhould employ | 
en, Stanhope, be bleſt in your choice, 
Be happy your life in each ſtage ; 
hile ſpirits attend you rejoice, 
ou've wiſdom enough for old age. 


D 


pop op nr es 


ADVERSITY, 


DAUGHTER of Jove, relentleſs pow'r, 
Thou tamer of the human breaſt, 

ſ hoſe iron ſcourge, and tort'ring hour 
The bad affright, afflict the bet ! 
ound in thy adamantine chain, 

The proud are taught to taſte of _ 


ELD. 


And 


Ll 
And purple tyrants vainly groan 
With pangs unfelt before, unpitied and along 


When firſt thy fire to ſend on earth 
Virtue, his darling child, deſign'd, 

To thee he gave the heav'nly birth, 
And bade to form her infant mind. 

Steer rugged nurſe! thy rigid lore 
With patience many a year ſhe bore : 
What ſorrow was, thou bad'ſt her know, 
And from her own ſhe learn'd to melt at othe 
Woe. 


Oh! gently on thy ſuppliant's head, 
Dread goddeſs, lay thy chaſt' ning hand 
N ot in thy Gorgon terrors clad, 

Nor circled with the vengeful band, 

(As by the impious thou art ſeen) 
With thund'ring voice, and threatning n mia 
With ſcreaming Horror's funeral cry, 

Deſpair, and fell Diſeafe, and ghaſtly Pove 


PEN 
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lone PENSHURST PARK, 
BUT come, the minutes flit away, 
and eager Fancy longs to ſtray. 
ome,” friendly Genius! lead me round 

Thy ſylvan haunts and magic ground; 

Point every ſpot of hill or dale, 

And tell me, as we tread the vale, 
Here mighty Dudley once would rove, 
To plan his triumphs in the grove : | 
There Philip, fide- long yonder ſpring, 
His laviſh carols wont to ſing.” 
lark, I hear the echoes call! 
lark, the ruſhing waters fall! 
hanlWead me to the green retreats, 

puide me to the Muſes? ſeats, 
here ancient bards retirement choſe, 
r ancient lovers wept their woes. 

; niWhat Genius points to yonder oak ? 
Phat rapture does my ſoul provoke ? 


on, 
oths 
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PENSHURST- OAK. 
STRANGER, kneel here! to age due hom 
pay ! | | 
When great Eliza held Britannia's ſway 
My growth began—the ſame illuſtrious mr 
Joy to the hour! ſaw gallant Sidney born: 
Sidney, the darling of Arcadia's ſwains! 
Sidney, the terror of the martial plains! 
He periſh'd early ; I juſt ſtay behind 
An hundred years, and, lo! my clefted ri 
My wither'd boughs foretel deſtruction nig 
We all are mortal ; oaks and heroes die!  g; 


222 emor 
5 | hich 
| ON THE SAME. hat on 

THIS oak was planted in the earth 
The day that ſhone on Sidney's birth. a 
That happy time, that glorious day, d Fl 
The Muſes came in concert gay e tre 
With harps in tune, and ready ſong, eval v 


The jolly Chorus tript along, 


| 
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honour of th* auſpicious morn, 
o hail an infant genius born. 
xt came the Fawns in order meet, 
e Satyrs next with cloven feet ; 
he Dryads ſwift that roam the woods, 
he Naiads green that ſwim the floods; 
rtumnus led his bluſhing ſpouſe, 
ad Ceres ſhook her wheaten brows ; 
d Mars with milder look was there, 
dlaughing Venus grac'd the rear. 
ey join'd their hands in feſtive dance, 
id bade the ſmiling babe advance. 
ch gave a gift. Sylvanus laft 
lain'd, when all the pomp was paſt, 
emorial meet, a tree to grow 
aich might to future ages ſhew, 

hat on ſelect occaſion rare, 
Wtroop of Gods aſſembled there. 

e Naiads water'd well the ground, 

d Flora twin'd a woodbine round: 

e tree ſprung faſt in hallow'd earth, 

eval with the illuſtrious birth. 
| G FANCY». 
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FANCY. _ 
. | ed 
WHEN day declines, and ev*ning cool he ſt 


Begins her gentle, ſilent rule, 
Again as Fancy points the way, 
Benignant leader, let me ſtray. 

And wilt thou, Genius, bring along, 
(So ſhall my muſe exalt her ſong) 
The lord who rules this ample ſcene,* 
His conſort too with gracious men, 
Her little offspring prattling round, 
While Echo liſps their infant ſound. 
And let Good-nature, born to pleaſe, 
Wait on our ſteps, and graceful Eaſe; 
Nor mirth be wanting ſo we walk, 
Nor Wit to ſeaſon ſober talk. 

Let gay Deſcription too attend, 

And Fable told with moral end, 


id 0's 
r ſure 
le We 


And Satire quick, that comes by ſtealth, ver 
And flowing Laughter, friend to Health, Nd wi 
| re pl 

here 


* Penſnhurſt. 12 
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lean while Attention loves to mark 
he deer that crop the ſhaven park, 
he teep-brow'd hill, or foreſt wild, 
be ſloping lawns, and zephyrs mild, 
he clouds that bluſh with ev'ning red, 
rmeads with ſilver fountains fed, 
he fragrance of the new-mown hay, 
nd blackbirds chanting on the ſpray ; 
he calm farewell of parting light, 
nd Ev'ning ſad'ning into Night. 


9259 


YIRGILs ron. 
CAME, great bard, to gaze upon thy ſhrine, 
d o'er thy relicks wait th* inſpiring Nine: 
rſure, I ſaid, where Maro's aſhes ſleep, 
le weeping Muſes mult their vigils keep. 
lo er their fav'rite's monument they mourn, 
h. Nd with poetic trophies grace his urn: 
re plac'd the ſhield and martial trumpet 
here ; 
Me thepherd's pipe, and rural honours there: 
G 2 Fancy 
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Fancy had deck'd the conſecrated ground, 
And ſcatter*d-never-fading roſes round. 


NT 
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THE DEATH OF A LADY'S OWL. Hor 


THE owl expires! death * the dread 
word, 
And lovely Anna weeps her fav rite bird, 
Ve feather'd choir, in willing throngs repai 
And ſooth the ſorrows of the melting fair. 
In ſounds of woe the dear- departed greet, 
With cypreſs ſtrew, * doves, the green ſh, ha 
treat; f 
The fateful raven tolls the paſſing- bell, a 8 
The ſolemn dirge be ſung by Philomel; hat 
Sir Chanticleer, a chief of hardy race, 
Shall guard from kites and daws the ſacr 
place. 
With your juſt tears a bard ſhall mix his on! 
Aud thus, in artleſs verſe, inſcribe the ſton 


rice 
5 hric 
gave 
me W. 
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__ EPITAPH ON THE ABOVE. 
NTERR'D within this little ſpace 
The bird of wiſdom lies; 
arn hence, how vain is every grace, 
How fruitleſs to be wiſe | 


in mortals ſtop the arm of Death, 
Who ne'er compaſſion knew? 

e Venus? lover robb'd of breath, 
fe Anna's darling flew. 


happy bird, to raiſe thoſe ſighs, 
Which man could ne'er obtain 
happy bird, to cloud thoſe eyes 
hat fir'd each kneeling ſwain. 


rice bleſs'd thy life, her joy, her bliſs, 
Thrice bleſs'd thy happy doom; 
is OV gave thee many a melting kiſs, 
ſto1'Whe wept upon thy tomb. 
= 7 * Adonis. 
G 3* THE 


ſacre 
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THE VANITY OF HUMAN WISHES. 


LET Obſervation, with extenſive view, N 


Survey mankind, from China to Peru ; ] 
Remark each anxious toil, each eager ſtrife, 
And watch the buſy ſcenes of crowded life; 
Then ſay how Hope and — Deſire ant 
Hate, 
O'erſpread with ſnares the clouded maze i 
fate, 
Where wav'ring man, betray'd by vent m 
pride, 
To tread the dreary paths without a guide: 
As treach'rous phantoms in the miſt delude, 
Shun fancied ills, or chaſes airy good; 
How rarely reaſon guides the ſtubborn choice 
Rules the bold hand, or prompts the ſuppli⸗ 
voice, 


THI He 
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THE WARRIOR; 


N what foundation ſtands the warrior's 

pride, 

ow juſt his hopes, let Swediſh charles de- 
cide ! 

fame of adamant, a ſoul of fire, 

o dangers fright him, and no labours tire; 

e er love, o'er fear, extends his wide domain, 

nconquer'd lord of pleaſure and of pain; 

w joys to him pacific ſceptres yield, | 

ar ſounds the trump, he ruſhes to the field; 

hold ſurrounding kings their pow'r combine, 

nd one capitulate, and one reſign. 

ace courts his hand, but ſpreads her charms 
in vain. 

Think nothing gain d che cries) till nodght 
© remain, 

On Moſcow's walls till Gothic ſtandards fly, 

And all be mine beneath the polar ſky.” 


jude, 


Charles XII. King of Sweden. 


TH 3 was ſhot at the ſiege of Frederckſtall Dec. 
1718, 
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Which Heay'n may hear; nor deem religu! 
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6 RELIANCE ON GOD. 

WHERE, then, ſhall Hope and Fear the'r o AN 
| jects find ? bort 
Muſt dull Suſpenſe corrupt the ſtagnant mind * 
Muſt helpleſs man, in ignorance ſedate, and 


Roll nothing down the torrent of his fate ? 
Muſt no diſlike alarm, no wiſhes riſe, 

No cries attempt the mercies of the ſkies ? 
Inquirer, ceaſe, petitions yet remain, 


vain. 
Still raiſe for good the ſupplicating voice, 
But leave to Heav'n the meaſure and th; 
choice. 
Safe in his pow'r, whoſe eyes diſcern afar, 
The ſecret ambuſh of a ſpecious pray r; 
Implure his aid, in his deciſions reſt, 
Secure, whate'er he gives, he gives the bell 


FAXCY 
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FANCY. 


r 0ANCY, whoſe deluſions vain 

port themſelves with human brain 
ival thou of Nature's power, 
anſt, from thy exhauſtleſs ſtore, 

d a tide of ſorrow flow, | 
nd whelm the ſoul in deepeſt woe; 
r, in the twinkling of an eye, 

aſe it to mirth and jollity. 

teams and Shadows by thee ſtand, 
aught to run at thy command, 

nd along the wanton air 

It like empty Goſlimer. 


mind 


e? 
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FAIRY LAND. 


RK! upon my left I hear 

Id muſic wand'ring in the air. 

d by the ſound I onward creep, 

id thro” the neighb'ring hedge I peep: 
There 


ll - 25 1 

| There I ſpy the fairy band 
Dancing on the level land. 
Now with ſtep alternate bound, 
Join'd in one continued round; 
Now their plighted hands unbind, 
And fuch tangled mazes wind, 
As the quick eye can ſcarce purſue, 
And would have puzzled that fam'd clue, 
Which led th'Athenian's unſkill'd feet 
Through the labyrinth of Crete. 
At the near approach of day, 
Sudden the muſic dies away, 
Waſting in the ſea of air, 
And the phantoms diſappear. 
All (as the glow-worm waxes dim) 
Vaniſh like a morning dream, 
And of their revels leave no trace, 

Save the ring upon the graſs. 


TH 


* 


— 


THE DOVES. 


E how that pair of billing doves 
th open murmurs own their loves; 
d, heedleſs of cenſorious eyes, 

urſue their unpolluted joys. 

0 fears of future wants moleſt 

he downy quiet of their neſt; 
dint'reſt join'd the happy pair, 

curely bleſt in Nature's care, 


Ir conſtancy is Nature too. 
— eG 


THE REVENGE OF AMERICA, 


EN fierce Pizarro's legions flew 

er ravag'd fields of rich Peru, 

fuck with his bleeding people's mou, 
LIndia's awful Genius roſe. 

fat on Andes topmoſt ſtone, 

d heard a thouſand nations groan, 


\ 


ſkile her chaſte dictates they purſue, | 


For 
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For grief his feathery crown he tore, 
To ſee huge Plata foam with gore; 


To view his cities ſmoking round, 


O'er my dear country widely roll'd! 
Plunderers, proceed! my bowels tear, 
But ye ſhall meet deſtruction there. 
From the deep-vaulted mine ſhall riſe 
Th'inſatiate fiend, pale Av'rice | 
Whoſe ſteps ſhall trembling Juſtice fly, 
Peace, Order, Law, and Amity ! 

I ſee all Europe's children curſt 

With lucre's univerſab thirk : 

The rage that ſweeps my ſons away, 
My baneful gold ſhall well repay. 


* 


THB LAST ADIEU., 


COMPANION of my tender age, 
Serenely gay, and ſweetly ſage, 


He broke his arrows, ſtampt the ground, 


What woes, he cry'd, hath luſt of gold 


eth. 
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ow blithſome were we wont to rove 

y verdant hill or ſhady grove, 

ſhere fervent bees, with humming voice, 
round the Honey'd oak rejoice, 

d aged elms with awful bend 

long cathedral walks extend! 

ud by the lapſe of gliding floods, 

deer d by the warbling of the woods, 


ſweet ſociety, with thee ! 

hen all was joyous, all was young, 

d years unheeded roll'd along; 

t now the pleaſing dream is o'er, 

heſe ſcenes muſt charm me now no more; 
It to the field, and torn from you 
ewel l- ga long, a long, a laſt adieu l 


| oat carts Bn. an.) 
SOLITUDE. 
SOLITUDE, romantic maid ! 
ether by nodding towers you tread, 


— * 


o bleſt my days, my thoughts how free, 


H Or 
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Or haunt the deſart's trackleſs gloom, 
Or hover o'er the yawning tomb, 
Or climb the Andes clifted ſide, 
Or by the Nile's coy ſource abide; EEE 
Or, ſtarting from your half year's ſleep, 
From Hecla view the thawing deep; f 
Or, at the purple dawn of day, | 
Palmyra's ruins vaſt ſurv ey, 
You,, Recluſe, again I Woo, 

And again your ſteps purſue, 5 
Plum'd Conceit himſelf ſurveying, 
Folly with her ſhadow playing, 
Purſe-proud, elbowing Inſolence, 
Bloated empiric, puff d Pretence; 
Noiſe that through a trumpet ſpeaks, 
Laughter in loud peals that breaks, 
Intruſion with a fopling's face, 
(Ignorant of time and place) 

Sparks of fire Diſſention blowing, 
Ductile, court-bred Flattery bowing; 
Reſtraint's ſtiff neck, Grimace's leer, 
Squint-ey'd Cenſure's artful ſneer, 


Am 


Am 
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\nbition's buſkin's ſteep'd-in blood, 
ly thy preſence, Solitude! 


> : " 


oN THE SAME, | 


| HEN all Nature s huſh* d aſleep, 5 
or Love nor Guilt their vigils keep, 
oft you leave your cavern'd den, 

ind wander o'er_the works of men. 
ut when Phoſphor brings the dawn, 
her dappled courſers drawn, 
gain you to the wild retreat, 

ind the early huntſman meet, 

Where, as you penſive pace along, 

ou catch the diſtant ſhepherd's ſong, 
Ir bruſh from herbs the pearly Ys. 
or the riſing primroſe view. : 
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$OLITUDE "AFFORDS NO EASE TO A rler 
BLED MIND. 


YOUTH,'you're miſtaken, if you think tof 
In ſhades a medicine for a troubled mind. 
Wan Grief will haunt you whereſoe'er you g 
Sigh in the breeze, and in the ſtreamlet floy 
There pale Inaction pines his life away, 
And, ſatiate, curſes the return of day. 
There naked Frenzy, laughing wild with pai 
Or bares the blade, or plunges in the main, 
There Superſtition broods o'er all her fears, 
And yells of dæmons in the Zephyr hears. 
But if a hermit you're reſolv'd to dwell, 
And bid to ſocial life a l farewel, 
Tis impious 
God never made an independent man: 
Twould jar the concord of his general plan. 
See every part of that ſtupendous whole, 
Whoſe body Nature is, and God the. ſoul. 
Should man through Nature ſolitary roam, 
His will his ſovereign, every where his home 
Whi 


hi 


ST S408 ; 
hat force would guard him from the lion's 
jaw? 
hat ſwiftneſs wing him from the panther's 
paw # | 
ſhould Fate lead him to ſome ſafer ſhore, 
ſhere panthers never prowl, nor lions roar, 
ſhere Nature all her charms beſtows, 
s ſhine, birds ſing, flowers bloom, and wa- 
ter flows ; 
bol, doſt thou think he'd revel on the ſtore, 
ſolve the care of Heav'n, nor aſk for more? 


ll, 99 „441 

THE EVENING OF LIFE, 
ELL aſk no long-protracted treat, 
plan. Ince winter life is ſeldom ſweet) 
e, But when our feaſt is o'er, 
jul, Wateful from table we'll ariſe, 


or grudge our ſons, with anxious eyes, 
ne relics of our ſtore. 


H 3 | Thus 
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Thus hand in hand through life we'll go, 

Its chequer'd path s of joy and woe = 
With cautious ſteps we'll tread ; 

Quit its yain ſcenes without a tear, 

Without a trouble or a fear, 

And mingle with the dead. 


While Conſcience, like a faithful friend, 
Shall through the gloomy vale attend, 
And cheer our dying breath; 
Shall, when all other comforts ceaſe, 
Like a kind angel whiſper peace, 
And ſmooth the bed of death. 


9 ͤ 


LORD COBHAM'S GARDENS, 


IT puzzles much the ſages' brains, 
Where Eden ſtood of yore; 

Some place it in Arabia's plains; 
Some ſay, it is no more. 


But Cobham can theſe tales confute, 


As all the curious know; 


or 


[239 3 
), or he has prov'd, beyond diſpute, 
That Paradiſe is STow. 


959 Geek 


FATHER FRANCIS'S PRAYER. 


E gay attire, ne marble hall, 
earched roof, ne pictur'd wall, 
e cook of France, ne dainty board, 
etow'd with pies of Peregord ; 
W: power, ne ſuch like idle fancies, 
reet Agnes, grant to Father Francis. 
t me ne more myſelf deceive, 
e more regret the toys I leave. 
he world I quit, the proud, the vain, 
Truption's and Ambition's train. 
ut not the good, perdie, nor fair, 
anſt them I make ne vow, ne prayer; 
ut ſuch aye welcome to my cell, 
d oft, not always, with me dwell. 
hen caſt, ſweet ſaint, a circle round, 
id bleſs from fools this holy ground; 
l | | From 


1 80 
From all the foes to worth and truth, 
From wanton eld, and homely youth; 
The gravely dull, and pertly gay: 

Oh, baniſh theſe ! and, by my fay, 
Right well I ween, that in this age 
Mine houſe ſhall prove an heritage. ON 


Inſcription ox his Cell. 


BENEATH theſe moſs-grown roots, this 
tic cell, bro 
Truth, 1 Content, ſequeſter'd dwell 
Say you, who dare our hermitage diſdain, 
What Jrawing-room can boaſt ſo fair a tra 


Inſcription 1x his Cell. 


SWEET bird, that ſing'ſt on yonder ſpray, "I 

| 2 Rag ke 
Purſue unharm'd thy ſylvan lay: ; 
While J beneath this breezy ſhade ba 


In peace repoſe my careleſs head; 


LH] 
nd, joining thy enraptur'd ſong, 
ſtruct the world-enamour'd throng, 
at the contented, harmleſs breaſt 
ſolitude itſelf is bleſt. 


8 {ooh 


ON THE FRIENDSHIP OF TWO YOUNG. 
LADIES. 


IL, beauteous pair! whom Friendſhip binds 
in ſofteſt, yet in ſtrongeſt ties, 
ſas the temper of your minds, 
dtrong as the luſtre of your eyes! 


this 


| dwell | 

Jain, M\cnns's doves in couples fly, 

a tranWand friendly ſteer their equal courſe, 
Poſe feathers Cupid's ſhafts ſupply, 
ud wing them with reſiſtleſs force. 


us as you move, Love's tender flame, 

ke that of Friendſhip, paler burns; 8 
our divided paſſion claim, 

ad friends and rivals prove by turns. 

Then 


ſpraß⸗ 
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'Then eaſe yourſelves, and bleſs mankind, 
Friendſhip ſo vain no more purſue ; | 
In Wedlock's roſy bow'r you'll find 
The joys of Love and Friendlhip too. 


HEALTH. 
_ HEALTH! to thee thy yot'ry owes 
All the bleſſings life beſtows, mn 


All the ſweets the ſummer yields, 
Melodious woods, and clover'd fields; 
By thee he taſtes the calm delights 
Of ſtudious days and peaceful nights; 

By thee his eyes each ſcene with rapture vie 
The Muſe ſhall ſing thy gifts, for they inp 
the Muſe. 


Does increaſe of wealth impart 
Tranſports to a bounteous heart ? ave: 
Does the fire with ſmiles ſurvey {ps 
His prattling children round him play 
OTF 0 
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Does love with mutual bluſhes ſtreak 

The ſwain's and virgin's artleſs cheek ? 

m Health theſe bluſhes, ſmiles, and tran- 
ſports flow: 

alth, children, leve itſelf, to Health their 

reliſh owe. 


ind, 


00. 


ves 8 
THE ELBOW CHAIR NEW CLOATHED. 


dear companion, and my faithful friend! 
Orpheus taught the lining oaks to bend; 
tones and rubbiſh, at Amphion's call, 

'd into form, and built the Theban wall, 
ly ſhouldſt not thay attend my humble lays, 
d hear my grateful harp reſound thy praiſe ? 
e, thou art ſpruce and fine, a very beau, 
twhat are trappings and external ſhow ? 
real worth alone I make my court, 

aves are my ſcorn, and coxcombs are my 
ſport. 


play þ Once 
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Once 1 beheld thee far lefs trim and! gay, 
5 Ragg ged, disjointed, and to worms a prey; 
The fafe retreat of every lurking mouſe ; 
Derided, ſhunn'd; the lumber of my houſe 
Thy robe how chang'd from what it was befo 
Thy velvet robe, which pleas'd my fires of yo 
*Tis thus capricious Fortune wheels us round 
Aloft we mount—then tumble to the ground 
Yet grateful then, my conſtancy I prov'd; 
I knew thy worth, my friend in rags I loy' 
Here on thy yielding down I fit ſectire, 
And, patiently, what Heav'n has ſent endi 
From all the futile cares of bulitiefs free, 
Not fond of life, but yet content 70 he. 
Here mark the fleeting hours, regret the p 
And ſeriouſly prepare to meet the laſt. 
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gh A RAMBLE. 
AS o'er Aſteria's fields I rove, 
The bliſsful ſeat of peace and love, 


E & 3 
en thouſatid beanties round me rife, 


fey; NA wingle pfeaſure with ſurpriſe. 
ie; Nature bleſt in every part, 
h lorn*d with ev'ry grace of art, 

tis paradife « of blooming j joys 


ch raptur'd ſenſe, at once, employs. 
twhen I view the radiant queen, 
ſhoform'd this fair enchanting ſcene, 
dot, ye grots! ye cryſtal floods! 
ebreathing flowers! ye ſhady woods! 
our coolneſs now no more invites, 

more your murmuring ſtream delights; 
cur fweets decay, your verdure's flown, 
U fuPs intent on her alone. 
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NIGHT. 


THE buſy cares of day are done; 
Inyonder weſtern cloud the ſun | 
Now ſets, in other worlds to riſe, 
And glad with light the nether ſkies. 
L With 
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With ling'ring pace the parting day retires, 

And ſlowly leaves the mountains tops ar 
gilded ſpires. | 


Yon azure cloud, enrob'd with white,. 
Still ſhoots a gleam of fainter light: 
At length deſcends a browner ſhade ; 

At length the glimm'ring objects fade; 
Till all ſubmit to Night's impartial reign, 
And undiſtinguiſh'd darkneſs covers all t 
plain. | 


ee 


2 2 2 


No more the ivy-crowned oak T 
Reſounds beneath the woodman's ſtroke. W a 

Now Silence holds her ſolemn ſway, V 

Mute in each Þuſh, and every ſpray. N 
Nought but the ſound of murm'ring rills 


heard, Ss x 
Or, from the mould'ring tow'r, Night's i $j 


CIT EG RP ET OT , OW —— = OE — 8 
v => 8 
* A > — 


litary bird. A 
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| THE ROSE-BVUD. 
SEE, Flavia, ſee that budding roſe, 
How bright beneath the buſh it grows; 
How ſafely there it lurks conceal'd : 
How quickly blaſted when reveal'd ! 


The ſun, with warm attractive rays, 
Tempts it to wanton in the blaze: 

A blaſt deſcends from eaſtern ſkies, 
And all its bluſtvng radiance dies. 


Then guard, ye fair! your charms divine, 
And check the fond defire to ſhine 

Where Fame's tranſporting rays allure, 
While here more happy, more ſecure, 


The breath of ſome negleëted maid 
Shall make you ſigh you left the ſhade ; 
A breath to beauty's bloom unkind, 
As, to the roſe, an eaſtern wind. 


I 2 
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THE FAIRIES. | d tre 
HERE in a cool grot, and meſſy cell, . 
We rural fays and fairies dwell: Rs 
Though rarely ſeen by mortal eye, act 


When the pale Moon, aſcending high, 


- Darts through yon lines her quiv'ring beam da 
We friſk it near theſe cryſtal ſtreams. 
Her beams, reflected from the waye, 
Afford the light our revels crave; chew 
The turf, with daiſies broider'd o'er, | 
| Exceeds, we wot, the Parian floor; H! 10 
Nor yet for artful ſtrains we call, or let 
But liſten to the water's —_— he te 
. n een 
Would you, then, taſte our tranquil ſcene, 
Be ſure your boſoms be ſerene; + ther 
De void of hate, devoid of ſtrife, om { 
Devyoid of all that poiſons life; Peas'd 


And much it *vails you, in their place, nd his 
To graft the love of human race. Op 


89 | 

d tread with awe thoſe favour'd bow'rs, 
r wound the ſhrubs, nor bruiſe the flow'rs, 
may your paths with ſweets abound ! 

may your couch with reſt be crown'd! 
harm betide the wayward ſwain, 
bo dares our hallow'd haunt profane. 
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| SHADY VALLEY, NEAR A RUNNING 
| WATER. 


Al let me haunt this peaceful ſhade, 
or let Ambition e'er invade 
he tenants of this leafy bow'r, 


hat ſhun her paths, and ſlight her pow'r. 


ther the plaintive halcyon flies 

om ſocial meads and open ſkies, 

eas d by this rill her courſe to ſteer, 
id hide ber ſapphire plumage here. 


„ 


13 | | So ts, © 


1 
The trout, be- dropt with crimſon ſtains, WW! fel 


Forſakes the river's proud domains, Su 
Forſakes the ſun's unwelcome gleam, My 1 
To lurk within the humble ſtream. W 

And, ſure, I heard the Naiad ſay, Not a 
« Flow, flow my ſtream, this devious vi Br! 


Though lovely ſoft thy murmurs are Nat a 
« Thy waters lovely cool and fair. But 
« Flow, gentle ſtream! nor let the vi dot n 
&« Thy ſmall unſully'd ſtores diſdain; Mor 
« Nor let the penſive ſage repine, Not a | 
1 Whoſe latent courſe reſembles thine.W But. 


2925 te. Be, 


| THE SHEPHERD'S COTTAGE. 
MY banks they are furniſh'd with bees, WE She 
Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep; ¶ And 
My grottos are ſhaded with trees, Ihey ha 
And my hills are white-over with ſhe I hay: 
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ins, l ſeldom have met with a loſs, 
Such health do my fountains beſtow, 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, _ 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 


Not a pine in my grove 1s there ſeen, 
bret with tendrils of woodbine is bound; 
Not a beech's more beautiful green, | 
But a ſweet-briar ty ines it around. 


ot my fields in the prime of the year, 
More charms than my cattle unfold; 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 


ine. But it glitters with fiſhes of gold. 
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DISAPPOINTMENT». 
E Shepherds, give ear to my lay, - 
And take no more heed of my ſheep : 
hey have nothing to do but to ſtray ; 
have nothing to do but to weep. 


1 Yet 


. 
f 
} 
ö 
N 


She was fair and my paſſion begun; 


Perhaps I was void of all thought; 


And the lip of the nymph we admire, 


I would hide with the beaſts of the chace, 


„ 
Yet do not my folly reprove; 


She ſmil'd - and I could not but love: 
She is faithleſs—and-I am undone. 


Perhaps it was plain to foreſee, 
That a nymph ſo complete would be ſought 
By a ſwain more engaging than me. 


| bloo 


Ah! love every hope can inſpire, 
It baniſhes wiſdom the while, 


Seems for ever adorn'd with a ſmile. 


O ye woods! ſpread your branches apace, 
Jo your deepeſt receſſes 1 fly; 


I would yaniſh from every eye. 


L 98 J 
t my reed ſhall reſound through the grove 
With the ſame ſad complaint it begun; 
y ſhe ſmil'd, and I could not but love, 
Was faithleſs, and I am undone ! 


n 


VT VE. 
ht blooming flowers that adorn our meads! 
inking images of youth and ſpring ! 
charming flowers! how great the pity 
it, hapleſs, ye are doom'd to fade ſo ſoon. 
in the morn the humble violet 
n its ſweet head above the tufted graſs ! 
ſportive damſel gathers. it at night: 
n ſoon fades, is loſt, and ſeen no more. 
blooming roſe that's gather'd in the morn 
me ſweet, gay, and lovely ſhepherdeſs, 
© ron it ſheds its brilliant attire, 
diſappears while in her lily hand. 
eis a flow'r that neither fades nor droops 3 
7 thoſe who cultivate and prize it! 
Always 


(94 ] 
Always gay, beautiful, and brilliant, 
And is never known to die or wither. 
It is neither the violet nor roſe, © 
Nor any flower of our fields or gardens: 
It is encloſed in the human heart, 
And is there for ever gay and blooming. 
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YOUTHFUL INNOCENCE. 
YE maidens, who, amidſt the graſs, 
Seek and collect ſweet violets ; 
Ye maidens, who, amidſt the graſs, 
Often dance in the joyous ring : 
Sport and ſing, ye harmleſs maidens! 
| While ye enjoy your youthful bloom, 

Come and dance in the j 3nd _ 


| Let us, while youth's gay ſeaſon laſts, 
Seek and collect ſweet violets : 

Let us, while youth's gay ſeaſon laſts, 
Our temples gaily crown with flowers. 


41 %.] 

r joy is in the ſportive ring. tow 

rt and ſing, ye harmleſs maidens! _ $124 

at joy is in the ſportive ring. reps fy bd 
crown our temples with gay flowers. 
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THE MAIDEN OF THE VALE, 


E weſtern ſky was purpled o'er 
Vith every pleaſing ray, 

flocks reviving felt no more 

he ſultry heats of day: 


ten from an hazle's artleſs bower 
oft warbled Strephon's tongue; 
dleſt the ſcene, he bleſt the hour, 
tile Nancy's praiſe he ſung. 


in the winding vale retir'd, 

his peerleſs bud I found; | 

l ſhadowing rocks, and woods conſpir d 
15. fence her beauties round, 


2 | Gay 
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191 
Gay lordlings ſought her for their bride; 
But ſhe would neꝰ er incline: = 
« Preve to your equals true (ſhe oye} 
cc A 1 n prove to mine. 


«© Tis Strephon on the mountain's brow 


« Has won my right good will: 
« To him I gave my plighted vow, 
« With him V1I climb the hill.” 


Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 


I claſp'd the conſtant fair ; 
To heralone I gave my youth, 
And yow my future care. 


: * > > a ** < < 


= A VITIT IN WINTER. 
ON fair Aſteria's bliſsful plains, 
Where ever-blooming Fancy reigns, 
How pleas'd we paſs the winter's day, 
And charm the dull-ey'd Spleen away. 


AS i 
he Wa 
ſougl 
ad ſtre 
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o linnet, from the leafleſs bough, 
ours forth his note melodious now; 
) Dut all admire Aſteria's tongue, | 
Nor <0//5 the linnet's vernal ſong. - 


o flowers emit their tranſient rays ; - 
ſet ſure Aſteria's wit diſplays - 

ore various tints, more glowing lines, 
ind with perennial beauty ſhines. _ 


he fields have loſt their lovely dye, 
jo cheerful azure decks the ſky ; 

et ſtill we bleſs the low'ring day: 
eria ſmiles—and all is gay. 
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ANACREONTIC. 


As in a cool Aonian glade, 

he wanton Cupid, ſpent with toil, 
ſought refreſhment from the ſhade, 
ay. Ind ſtretch'd him on the moſly ſoil. 


K | A va- 
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A vagrant Muſe drew nigh, and found 
The ſubtle traitor faſt aſleep ; 
And is it thine to ſnore profound, 
She ſaid, yet leave the world to weep? 


But, huſh ! from this auſpicious hour, 
The world, I wean, may reſt in peace; 
And robb'd of darts, and ſtript of pow'r, 
Thy peeviſh petulance decreaſe, 


Sleep on, poor child! whilſt IJ withdraw, 
And this thy vile artillery hide— 

When the Caſtalian fount ſhe ſaw, 

And plung'd his arrows in the tide. 
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| THE DYING KID. | | 
A TEAR bedews my Delia's eye, OW 
To think yon playful kid muſt die ; 
From cryſtal ſpring, and flowery mead, 
Muſt, in his prime of life, recede ! 


3% 


Be TE A 
rewhile, in ſportive circles round 
he ſaw him wheel, and friſk, and bound; 
tom rock to rock purſue his way, 
ad on the fearful margin play. 


eas d on his various freaks tg dwell, 

he ſaw him climb my ruſtic cell; 

bence eye my lawns with verdure bright, 
ud ſeem all raviſh'd at the ſight, 


Is every frolic, light as air, | | 
ſerves the gentle Delia's care; : 
nd tears bedew her tender eye, 

0 think the playful kid muſt die. 
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THE LANDSCAPE. 
OW pleas'd within my native bowers, 
krewhile I paſs the day 
, a ever ſeęne ſo deck'd with flowers! 
Were ever flowers ſo gay! 


f | K 2 How 
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How ſweetly ſmil'd the hill, the vale, An 
And all the landſcape round! / 
The river gliding down the dale, Tel 
The hill with beeches crown'd! Wo 


But now, when urg'd by tender woes, 
I ſpeed to meet my dear, | 

| That hill and ſtream my zeal oppaſe, 
And check my fond career. 


No more, ſince Daphne was my theme, 
Their wonted charms I ſee ; 

That verdant hill, and ſilver ſtream, 
Divide my love and me. 


| THE sKT-LARxk. 
GO, tuneful bird, that glad'ſt the ſkies, SIR 
To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way, Wo, pr 
And there on quivering pinions riſe, Upo 
And there thy vocal art diſplay. r, 


| „„ 
And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong, 
Tell her the ſounds that ſoothe her ear 
To Damon's native plains belong. 


— 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 

The bird from Indian groves may ſhine; 
But aſk the lovely, partial maid, 
What are his notes compar'd to thine? 


then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 
And all his flaunting race, with ſcorn, 
nd Jend an ear to Damon's woe, 


Who ſings her praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 
* 
| THE CEREMONIAL. 
©, AIR, will you pleaſe to walk before!“ 
Ys o, pray, Sir, you are next the door: 
Upon mine honour, I'll not ſtir!” 


r, I'm at home; conſider, Sir. 
2 
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* Life ſquares not, friends, with your proceed 


L aca } 
« Excuſe,me, Sir, P11 not go firſt,” 
Well, if I muft be rude, I muſt; 
But yet I wiſh I could evade it; ) tl 
"Tis ſtrangely clowniſh—be perſuaded, &c. &cMFro 
Go forward, cits! go forward, *ſquires ! Ir al 
Nor ſcruple each, what each admires, Tha 


ings; | 1s he 
It flies, while. you diſplay your breeding: Wind 
Such breeding as one's grannum preaches, {Wer 


Or ſome ,old dancing-maſter teaches. for | 
Oh! for ſome rude, tumultuous fellow, | 
Half crazy, or at leaſt half mellow, ly fr 
To come behind you, unawares, 

And fairly puſh you both down ſtairs! tedor 
But Death's at hand, let me adviſe ye, And 


Go forward, friends, or he'll ſurpriſe ye! 
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WRITTEN AT AN Ixx. 


) thee, fair Freedom! I retire, 


art thou found in domes much higher 
Than the low cot, or humble inn. 


$8 here with boundleſs power I reign, 
And every health which I begin, 
Enverts dull Port to bright Champaign, 
for Freedom crowns it—at an inn. 


ly from pomp, I fly from ſtate, 
fly from Falſehood's ſpecious grin 
tdom I love, and form I hate, 
And chuſe my lodgings—=at an inn. 
e! | 
Id now once more I ſhape my way 
Thro' rain or ſhine, thro? thick or thin, 
cure to meet, at cloſe of day, | 
With Kind reception —at an inn. 
177 


Whoe'er 


From flattery, feaſting, dice, and din; 
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Whoe'er has travell'd life's dull round, Hall 


Where'er his various tour has been, ( 
May ſigh to think how oft he found Nrit 
His warmeſt welcome—at an inn. WI 
. 
. RIDDLES. 

HAVE you not known a {mall machine, 
Which brazen rings environ, Acc 
In many a country chimney ſeen, ſhile 
Yclep'd a tarring iron? The 
Its puzzling nature to diſplay Dich 
Each idle clown may try, Sir; he 


Though, when he has acquir'd the way, ¶ poci 
He's not a jot the wiſer. 


*Tis thus with him, who, fond of rhy metro“ 
In wit's low ſpecies piddles, the. 
And tries his thoughts, and waſtes his tim 
In explicating riddles. 


41 
„ Pall idle bards, by Fancy led, 
(With wrathful zeal I {peak it) 
rite with deſign to plague my head, 
Who haye no right to break it? 


 VALENTINE'S DAY. 


ce, WE tuneful choir in amorous ſtrains 
Accoſt their feather'd loves, 
hile each fond mate with equal pains 


The tender ſuit approves. 


ith cheerful hope from ſpray to ſpray 
They ſport along the meads; 

ſocial bliſs together ſtray, 

Where love or fancy leads. 


ay, 


ro ſpring's gay ſcenes each happy Pair 
Their fluttering joys purſue, 

Various Charms and produce ſhare, 
forever kind and true. 


8 Their 
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Their ſprightly notes from every ſhade 
Their mutual loves proclaim, | 

Till Winter's chilling blaſts invade, 

And damp th' enlivening flame. 


Then all the jocund ſcene declines, : fo 
Nor woods nor meads delight ; 
The drooping tribe in ſecret pines, 

And mourns th' unwelcome ſight, An 


| - | 


THE TOLLING BELL, 
HARK | what a mournful, ſolemn ſound 
Rolls murm'ring thro” the cloudy air! 
It ſtrikes the ſoul with awe profound, 
Aﬀects the gay, alarms the fair. 


With what a pathos does it ſpeak ! 
Affecting deep the thoughtful mind; 

The golden ſchemes of Folly break, 559 
That hold in glittering ſnares mankind. th. 


7 


und 
ur! 


cind, 


E 

s Death's dread herald calls aloud, 
Proclaims his conqueſts thro? the ſkies : - 
ge Sun retires behind the cloud, 

And Nature ſeems to ſympathize. 


flect, ye reſtleſs ſons of Care! 

Your vain deſigns his hand can ſpoil, 
ike hard oppreflors lend an ear, 

and wretched miſers ceaſe their toil, 
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EPITAPH. 


Fer ſharp ſorrow from thine eyes did flow, 

ter thy boſom felt another's woe, 

ber fair Beauty's charms thy heart did prove, 

cer the offspring of thy virtuous love 

bom'd to thy wiſh, or to thy ſoul was dear, 

is plaintive marble aſks thee for a tear! 

ir her, alas! too early ſnatch'd away, 

that was lovely Death hath made his prey. 
| | No 
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No more her cheeks with crimſon roſes vie, 
No more the diamond ſparkles in her eye; 
Her breath no more its balmy ſweets can boaſf 
Alas! that breath with all its ſweets is loſt! 
Like opening roſes, drooping lilies tell; 
Like thoſe ſhe My and, ah! like thoſeſl 

fell. 

In circling wreaths let the pale ivy grow, 
And diſtant yews a ſable ſhade beſtow. 
Round her, ye Graces ! conſtant vigils keep 
And guard, fair Innocence! her ſacred ſleep 
Till that bright morn ſhall wake the beauteo 
clay, 
To. bloom and ſparkle in eternal day. 


0! 


All « 
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tell; 
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To 
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Fac 
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STELLA AND FLAVIA, 


STELLA and Flavia every hour 

Do various hearts ſurpriſe : _ 
In Stella's ſoul lies all her power; 
And Flavia's, in her eyes, 


Vie, 


9 


boaſt 


oft | 


LT 20g 
ore boundleſs Flavia's conqueſts are, 
And Stella's more confin'd; 
All can diſcern a face that's fair, 
But few a lovely mind. 


ella, like Britain's monarch, reigns 
Oer cultivated lands; 

ke eaſtern tyrants, Flavia deigns 
To rule o'er barren ſands. 


hen boaſt not, Flavia, thy fair face, 
Thy beauty's only ſtore ; 

Ity charms will every day decreaſe, 
Lach day gives Stella more. 


DEATH. 


a few years, or days perhapy 
moments paſs with ſilent lapſe, 
And Time to me ſhall be no more; 


L 


No 


. 

No more the ſun theſe eyes ſhall view, 

Earth o'er theſe limbs her duſt ſhall fir 
And life's fantaſtic dream be o'er. 


L 
Alas! I touch the dreadful brink, T 
From Nature's verge impell'd I fink, L 

And endleſs darkneſs wraps me roun W 
Yes, Death is ever at my hand, Ra 
Faſt by my bed he takes his ſtand, M 

And conſtant at my board is found. An 

| | | Au 


Earth, air, and fire, and water, join Thi 
Againſt this fleeting life of mine, 

And where for ſuccour can I fly? Join 

It Art, with flattring wiles pretend All 

To ſhield me like a guardian friend, 

By Art, e'er Nature bids, I die. 1 


| fir 


rount 
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/ 
HYMNs OP DIONYSLUS, © 


I. To the Muſe. 
LEND thy voice, celeſtial Maid i 
Through thy yocal grove convey'd; 
Let à ſudden call from thee © 
Wake my ſoul to harmony. 
Raiſe, oh raiſe the hallow'd ſtrain! + 
Miſtreſs of the tuneful train, 
And thou ſacred ſource of light, 
Author of our myſtic rite. 1885 
Thou, whom erſt Latona bore 
0n the ſea-girt Delian ſhore, 
Join the fav*ring Muſe, and ſhed 
All thy influence on my head. 
II. To Apollo. 
BE ſtill, ye vaulted ſkies! be ſtil, 1 
Rach hollow vale, each echoing bill! 


Let earth and ſeas and winds attend; 
Ve birds! awhile your notes ſuſpend. 


L232 Be 
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11 
Be huſh'd each ſound! behold him nigh 
Parent of facred harmony : 

He comes! his unſhorn hair behind, | 
Looſe floating to the wanton wind. 
Hail, Sire of Day! whoſe roſy car, 
Through the pathleſs fields of air, 


By the winged courſers borne, 0 
Opes the eyelids of the morn. W 
Thou, whoſe locks their light diſplay Er 
O'er the wild etherial way, Ar 
Wreathing their united rays Hit 
Into one promiſcuous blaze, W. 
Under thy all- ſeeing eye ü 1 
Earth's remoteſt corners lie : Hu: 
| While in thy repeated courſe, Hu 
Iſſuing from thy fruitful ſource, God 
Floods of fire inceſſant ſtray, Vie 
Streams of everlaſting day. , Nen 
Time attends with ſwift career, Tur 


And forms the circle of the year. 


I 
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III. To Nemefis. 


NEMESIS, whoſe dreaded weight 
Turns the ſcale of human fate; 


On whoſe front black terrors dwell, © 


Daughter dire of Juſtice, hail ! 
Thou, whoſe adamantine rein 
Curbs the arrogant and vain, 


Wrong and Force before thee die; i 


lay Envy ſhuns thy ſearching eye, 


And, her ſable wings outſpread, mo 


Hies to hide her hated head. 
Where thy wheel, with reſtleſs round, 
Runs along th' unprinted ground; 
Humbled there, at thy decree 
Human greatneſs bows the knee: 
Goddeſs! look propitious down, 
View us, but without a frown; 
Nemeſis! whoſe dreaded weight 
I Turns the ſcale of human fate. 
. | | 


L 3 
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To MRS. BINDON AT BATH. he 
APOLLO of old on Britannia did ſmile, 
And Delphi forſook for the ſake of this iſle 
Around him he laviſhly ſcatter'd his lays, 
And in every wilderneſs planted his bays, 
Then Chaucer and Penſer harmonious W 

heard, 
Then Shakeſpeare, and Milton, and Wal 
appear'd, | 
And Dryden, whoſe brows by Apollo v 
| .crown'd, 
As he ſung in ſuch ſtrains as the god mig 
have own'd. 
But now, ſince the laurel i is given of late 
To Cibber, to Euſden, to Shadwell, and T 
Apollo hath quitted the iſle he once lov'd, 
And his harp and his bays to Hibernia remo 
He vows and proteſts he'll inſpire us no ma 
And has put out Pope's fires, which he kindWour 
before : 


; 1 ms ] 

nd farther he ſays, men no longer ſhall boaſt 

\ ſcience. their ſlight and ill treatment hath 
. | | 

But that wwomen alone for the future ſhall write, 

And who can reſiſt, when they doubly delight? 

And, leſt we ſhould doubt what he faid to be 

true, 

ls begun by inſpiring Sapphira and You. 


le, 
is iſle 
ys, 
s. 


us W 


Wal 
—— 


lo w 
MRS. BINDON'S ANSWER. 


WHEN home I return'd from the — laſt 
night, 

nd, elate by your praiſes, attempted to rien, 
amiliarly call'd on Apollo for aid, 


d mig 


late 

nd T 

5V'd, 

emo ſaid; 

no me e ſmil d at my folly, and gave me to know, 
Kind our wit, and not mine, by your writings you 

ſhew 


And 


nd told him how many fine things you had 


— —ũÿ—ä— — ————Uäjä—äu — —ä—DäA4 —, 
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And then, ſays the god, t to make you mor 
vain, 
He hath promis'd that I ſhall enlighten you 
ſtrain, 
When he knows in his heart, if he ſpeak bu 
his mind, | 
That no woman alive can now boaſt I am kind 
For ſince Daphncy to ſhun me, grew into alau 
rel, 
With the ſex 1 have ſworn ſtill to keep up th 
quarrel. ' 
I thought it all joke, till by writing to you, 
I have prov'd his reſentment, alas! but tc 
true. 


Did 


70 


| | d E 
REPLY TO MRS. BINDON. . 
I'LL not believe that Phoebus did not ſmile, . 
Unhappily for you, I know his ſtyle. 

To ſtrains like your's of old his harp he ſtrung 


And while he dictated Orinda ſung, 


Di 


m_ 

bid beauteous Daphne's ſcorn of proffer'd love 
gainſt the ſex his indignation move? 

It rather made you his peculiar care, 

onvinc'd from thence ye were as good as fair. 

b mortals, who from duſt receiv'd their birth, 

Muſt, when they die, return to earth, 

&, too, the laurel that your brow adorns | 
ang from the fair, and to the fair r returns. 


k bu 


kind 


up th —— 25 

ou, ro A LADY, WHO SENT COMPLIMENTS 

TO A CLERGYMAN UPON THE 
TEN OF HEARTS, 


ut te 


R compliments, dear lady, pray forbear, 
It Engliſh ſervices are more ſincere: 
hu ſend Ten Hearts, the tithe is only mine, 
lire me but One, and burn the other Nine. 


DISAPs 
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DISAPPOINTMENT. 


AS when, in ſleep, with winged pace, 
_ O'er hills and plains we urge the race, 
With eager hopes we onward bend, 
And think our labour near its end; 
But mimic Fancy ſoon ſupplies 


New ſcenes to cheat our wond'ring eyes; . 
Before our feet new plains extend, 

| New vallies ſink, new hills aſcend, Y 

And till the goal, when theſe are o'er, B 
Appears as diſtant as before, 

— M 

ru WISH, M 

: HOW ſhort is life's uncertain ſpace! M 

Alas, how quickly done! |; 


© How ſwift the wild, precarious chace, 
And yet how difficult the race! 
How very hard to run 


es: 
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Youth ſtops at firſt its wil ful ears 
To Wiſdom's prudent voice; 
Till now arriv'd to riper years, 
Experienc'd age worn out with cares, 
Repents its earlier choice. 


What though its proſpect now appears 
So pleaſing and refin'd, | 

Yet groundleſs hope and anxious fear 

By turns the buſy moments ſhare, 
And prey upon the mind. 


May I, through life's uncertain tide, 
Be ftill from pain exempt ! 

May all my wants be ſtill ſupply'd, 

My ſtate too low t admit of pride, 
And yet above contempt ! | 


THE 
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"THE BEARS AND BEES. 
A FABLE. | 


AS two young bears, in wanton mood, 
Forth iſſuing from a neighbouring wood, 
Came where the induſtrious bees had ſtor' 
In artful cells their luſcious hoard, 
O'erjoy'd, they ſeiz'd with eager haſte, 
Luxurious, on the rich repaſt. IR 
Alarm'd at this, the little crew - BC 
About their ears vindictive flew : 
The beaſts, unable to ſuſtain 
Th* unequal combat, quit the plain; V. 
Half blind with rage, and mad with pain 
Their native ſhelter they regain, 
There ſit, and now diſcreeter grown, 
Too late their raſhneſs they bemoan 3 by | 
And this by dear experience gain, 
That pleaſure's ever bought with pain. 
So when the gilded baits of vice br Ca 
Are plac'd before our longing eyes, Wit th 
1 vie 


n 

With greedy haſte we ſnatch our fill, 
And ſwallow down the latent ill: 

But when Experience opes our eyes, 
Away the fancy'd pleaſure flies; 
flies, but, oh! too late we find, 

| leaves a real ſting behind. 


d, 

ood, 

ſtor 

ſte, . | 

ners -UNDER THE PRINTS OF MR. 

ROGARTH'S RAKE'S PROGRESS, 1735. 
I. The Room of the miſerly Father. 


VANITY of Age! untoward, 
ner ſpleeny, ever froward, 
hy thoſe bolts and maſſy chains, 


n, Whit ſuſpicions, jealous pains ? 
nz by thy toilſome journey o'er, 
yt thou in an uſeleſs ſtore ? 
pai. Ie along with Time is flown, 
or canſt thou reap the field thou'ſt ſown 
3, l thou a ſon?—ln time be wifes 


WE views thy toil with other eyes. | 
MN Needs 


| E182 1 

Needs muſt thy kind, paternal care, 
Lock'd in thy cheſts, be buried there. 
Whence, then, ſhall flow that friendly eaſe ſure, 
That ſocial converſe, home: felt peace, ling « 
Familiar duty without dread, | bans: 0 
Inſtruction from example bred, - a mo 
Which youthful minds with freedom mend in t. 
And with the Father mix the Friend? 
'Uncircumſcrib'd by prudent rules, chanic 
Or precepts of expenſive ſchools; WM Faſb 
Abus'd at home, abroad deſpis'd, 
VUnbred, unletter'd, unadvis'd : 2 
The headſtrong courſe of youth begun, Io y a1 


What comfort from this darling ſon ! © by 1 

EZ ; | Woman, 
II. The Rake's Levee. Rireſt 
PROSPERITY, (with harlot ſmiles, fourte 


Moſt pleaſing when ſhe moſt beguiles) All cha 
How ſoon, ſweet foe! can all thy train ut tur 
Of falſe, gay, frantic, loud, and vain, Foe to 
Enter the unprovided mind,  Wauenq 
And memory in fetters bind; wler x 


1 

bad Faith and Love with golden chain, 
id ſprinkle Lethe o'er the brain! 
kaſure, in her ſilver throne, 

ling comes, or comes alone 

nus comes with her along, 

d ſmooth Lycæus ever young; 

dd in their train, to fill the preis, 
me apiſh Dance, and ſwol'n Exceſs, 
chanic Honour, vicious Taſte, 

d Faſbien in her changing veſt. 


III. 4 Brotbel. 


O VANIT of youthful blood! 

o by miſuſe to poxſon Good ; 

man, fram'd for ſocial love, 

faireſt gift of pow'rs above, | 
dource of every houſehold bleſſing, 
All charms in innocence poſſeſſing— 
but turn'd to vice all plagues above, 
Foe to thy being, foe to Love! 

Gueſt divine to outward viewing, 
wler miniſter of ruin! | 

M 2 


And 
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And ſhew thy riotous gang the way 


: „ 
And thou, no leſs of gift divine, 
Sweet poifon of miſuſed wine! 
With freedom led to every part, 
And ſecret chamber of the heart, 
Doſt thou thy friendly hoft betray, 


To enter in with covert treaſen. 


_ Oferthrow the drowſy guard of Reafon, 


To ranſack the abandon'd place, 


And revel there with wild exceſs? 


IV. St. James 8. ſtreet, ⁊ubete the Rabe is 

ar tçFß,. 
0 VANITY: of youthful b blood! 
So by miſuſe to poĩſon G] 


. * 
% . 
« 


Reaſon awakes, and views aridaſe'd 12871 


The ſacred gates he watched ro guard; 
Approaching fees the harpy, Law, 
And Poverty with icy paw, ' / - + 
Ready to ſeize the poor remains 

That Vice hath left of all his gains. 


NEW 
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ld Patience, lame After-thought, | 
Vith fears, deſpair, and horrors fraught, 4 1 
ll back his guilty pleaſures dead, '*t 
ſhom he hath wrong'd, and whom n d. 


v.  Marybone Church, An be marries a 14 
"rich old Woman. 3 
NEW to the ſchool of hard Miſbap, It 
Driven from the eaſe of Fortune's lap, 1 
What ſhames will Nature not embrace, 14 
T avoid leſs ſhame of drear diſtreſs! _ ® 
Cold can the charms of youth beſtow, | 
And make deformity with ſhew ; bis 
bad can avert the ſting of Shame, 1 
in Winter's arms create a flame; } 
Cari couple youth with hoary age, 1 
And make antipathies engage. | 4 
VI. 4 Gaming Houſe. | 1601 
ULD, thou bright ſon of Phœbus, ſource 1 i 
univerſal intercourſe ; Bri 
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Of weeping Virtue ſoft redreſs, ' Nn ſe 
And bleſſing thoſe who live to blefst reaſi 
Yet oft behold this ſacred truſt, . 


The tool of avaricivus lu: Peenes 
No longer hond of human kind, 5 he g 
But bane of every virtuous mind. o gil. 


What Chaos ſuch miſuſe attends! 
 Friendfhip ſtoops to prey on friends; 
Health, that gives reliſh to delight, 
Is wafted with the waſting night; 
Doubt and miſtruſt is thrown on Heaven, 
And all its powers to chance is given. 
Sad purchaſe of repentant tears, B 
Of needleſs quarrels, endleſs fears, 
| Of hopes of moments, pangs of years! 
| Sad purchaſe of a tortur'd mind 
| To an imprifon'd body join'd. 


No ble 
ut br. 
alent 
And ey 
In ſeas 
rom h 
Laſon t 
and gi) 


VII. A Priſon. IADN 
HAPPY the man, whoſe conſtant thought, What a. 


(Though in the ſchool of Hard/dip taught) rann, 
| 


E j 
an fend Remembrance back, to fetch 
reaſures from life's earlieſt ſtretch ; INLET i! 
Tho, ſelf. approving, can review ' $ 
cenes of paſt virtues, which thine through | 
he gloom of age, and caſt a ray 2 70 
ro gild the evening of his day! 
Not fo the guilty wwrerch confin'd, 
No pleaſures meet his conſcious mind; 
No bleſſings brought from early youth, 
ut broken faith, and wreſted truth, 
alents idle and unus'd, 

And every truſt of Heav'n abus'd. 

n ſeas of ſad reflection loſt, 

rom horrors ſtill to horrors toſs'd, * 
aſon the veſſel leaves to ſteer, 

and gives the helm to mad Deſpair, 


7 , 


a 


VIII. BethPem. 


MADNESS ! thou Chaos of the brain, 
What art, that pleaſure giv'ſt and pain? 
yranny of Fancy's reign ! 

i | Mechanic 


it, 


) 
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Mechanic Fancy] that can build 

Vaſt labyrinths and mazes — 2 
With rule disjointed, ſhapeleſs meaſure, 
Fill'd with Horror, fill'd with Pleaſure 1 
Shapes of Horror, that would even 

Caſt doubt of mercy upon Heaven 


ook tl 


Shapes of Pleaſure, that but ſeen, ao 

Would ſplit the ſhaking ſides of Spleen! the 
O vanity of Age! here ſee | | . 

The ſtamp of Heaven effac'd by thee ! | 405 
The headſtrong courſe of youth thus run, 8 

What comfort from this darling ſon? lirir 

His rattling chains with terror hear; an 

id you 


Behold Death grappling with Deſpair ; 
See him by thee to ruin fold, 
And curſe thyſelf, and curſe thy G Gold. 
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THE BREWER'S COACHMAR. 


| 5 HONEST William, an oy and good- -natur 
| fellow, 


Would a little too of: get a little too mellow. 
Bod 


ur 


[ rag } 
dy coachman was he to an eminent brewer— 
o better e'er ſat on a box, to be ſure. A 
is coach was kept —_— and no-mothers or 
nurſes 


his horſes. _ 
ehad theſe—ay,and fifty good qualities more, 


o'er : 

his maſter effeQually mended the matter, 

hiring a man who drank nothing but water, 

r, William, ſaid he, you ſee the plain caſe, 

d you drank as he does, you'd kept a good 

place. 

ink water | quoth William — had all men 
done ſo, | 

od never have wanted a coachman, I trow. 

bey re ſoakers, like me, whom you load with 

reproaches,: {+ 4 7»: 8 

at enable you brewers to ride in JO 

coaches, ( e ee 


ABSOLu- 


ook that care of their babes that he took 1 


t the buſineſs bf npling could ne'er be gat 
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ABSOLUTION. 


IT blew an hard ſtorm, and, in utmoſt confu 
| ſion, 

The ſailors all hurried to get Abſolution, he ſn 
Which done, and the 2 of the ſins hey (| 
confeſs'd 
Was transferr d, as they 8 from't them 2 la 
ſelves to the prieſt ; 
To lighten the ip, and Tonclude n deyo 
tion, | 
They toſs'd the * parſon ſale: into th 
ocean. 


SPRING. 

HAIL, genial goddeſs, blooming Spring! 
Thy bleſt return, oh! let me ſing, 

And aid my languid lays: _. | No 
Let me not ſink in ſloth ſupine, | 
While all creation at thy ſhrine 


Its annual tribute pays. | 
= | 8 Eſcap 
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ſeap'd from Winter's freezing power, 
bloſſom greets thee, and each flower, 
u And foremoſt of the train, 
y Nature (artleſs handmaid!) dreſt, 
Ihe ſnow- drop comes in lily'd veſt, 
5 Prophetic of thy reign. 
The lark now ſtrains his warbling throat, 
Thile every loud and ſprightly note 
Calls Echo from her cell: 
e warn'd, ye Fair that liſten round, 
beauteous maid became a ſound, 

A maid who lov'd too well. 


0 
th 


ſhe ſun's too quick revolving beam 
Will ſoon diſſolve the human dream, 
And bring th' appointed hour: 
oo late we catch his parting ray, 
d mourn the idly-waſted day, 
No longer in our power. 


Then 


(4 835 3] 
Then happieſt he, whoſe lengthen'd ſight 


Sweet Queen! implore thy ſacred light, 


i 


Nor 
Purſues, by Virtue's conſtant light, To 1 
A hope beyond the ſkies; Thy 
Where frowning Winter ne'er ſhall coms, ro 6 
But roſy Spring for ever bloom, And 
And ſuns eternal riſe. To it 
2 44 

ODE TO CYNTHIA. 
SISTER of Phœbus, gentle Queen! Mcwp: 
Of aſpect mild and brow ferene, Soft n 
Whoſe friendly beams by night appear, ere f 
The lonely traveller to cheer. Still p 
Attractive power, whoſe mighty ſway till he 
The ocean's ſwelling waves obey, And fo 
And mounting upwards, ſeem to raiſe ut ſpr 
A liquid altar to thy praiſe. hy ſo1 
Thee wither'd hags, at midnight hour, rhere 
Invoke to their infernal bower. d ch 
But I to no ſuch horrid rite, o may! 


A 


(ax 2] 5 
t Vor ſeek, while all but lovers ſleep, | 
To rob the miſer's treaſur'd heap. 
Thy kindly beams alone impart 55 1 
„ ro find the youth who ſtole my heart, 1 
And guide me, from thy filver throne, aft 
To ſteal bis heart, or find my own. ' 


1 
Arctis. Mena 

ay 4 . * 
I * 
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ODE TO A THRUSH, 


WEET warbler! to whoſe artleſs ſong 
Soft muſic's native powers belong, 

Here fix thy haunt ; and o'er theſe plains 
Still pour thy wild, untutor'd ſtrains ; 

till hail the morn with ſprightly lay, 

And ſweetly hymn the parting day : 

But ſprightlier ſtill, and ſweeter pour 

hy ſong o'er Flavia's fayourite bower ; 
There foftly breathe the vary'd ſound, 

d chant thy loves or woes around : 

do mayſt thou live ſecurely bleſt, 

bt- and av rude ſtorms diſturb thy reſt ; 

| N No 


— 2 — mn a—e.., — 


[ 134 ] 


No birdlime twig, or gin annoy, ich tl 
Or cruel gun thy brood deſtroy ; tran, 
No want of ſhelter may'ſt thou know, te J 
Which Ripton's lofty ſhades beſtow; the 
Nor dearth of winter berries fear, porov 


But haws and hips bluſh half the year. 
| ie Pe 


— 
IN A GROTTO. . 
TO me, whom in their lays the ſhepherds c 


FO! 
Actæa, daughter of the neighbouring ſtreaf , - 
This cave belongs. The fig-tree and the vi CH v 
Which o'er the rocky entry downward ſnoo . 
Were plac'd by Glycon. He with cowſlips pai Jang 
Primroſe, and purple hyacinth deck'd the gre _ 
Before my threſhold, and my ſhelving walls i» ofe 
With honeyſuckle cover'd. Here at noon, Inn 85 
Tulb'd by the murmur of my riſing fount, % * 
I ſlumber: here my cluſtering fruits I tend faſh! 
Or from the humid flowers, at break of day, . 
Freſh garlands weave, and chace from all 


chan 
bounds b 


Ee 


L 28. Þ: 
ch thing impure or noxious. Enter in, 
ranger! undiſmay'd. Nor bat nor toad 


thoughts 


quiet manſion : chiefly, if thy name 
fe Pallas and the immortal Muſes own. 


. 


FOR A STATUE or CHAUCER AT 
"©: WOODSTOCK. 


ICH was old Chaucer, ſuch the placid mien 
[hint who firſt with harmony inform'd 
language of our fathers. Here he dwelt 
many a cheerful day. Theſe ancient walls 
e often heard him, while his legends blithe 
ang, of love, or knighthood, or the wiles. 
homely life : through each eſtate and age, 

e faſhions and the follies of the world 

lh cunning hand portraying. Though per- 
e | 
N 2 89 From 


tre lurks; and if thy breaſt of blameleſs 


prove thee, not wala malt thou tread 


| [ 236 J 
From Blenheim's towers, O ſtranger! thou 


he. 


come ell 
Glowing with Churchill's trophies ; yet Neno 
vain 


Doſt thou applaud them, if thy breaſt be cole 
To him, this other hero, who, in times 
Dark and untaught, began with charming ve 
To tame the rudeneſs of his native land. 


[hrot 
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THE IMMORTALITY OF THE soul. 


TO all inferior animals tis given rat ti 
T'enjoy the ſtate allotted them by Heaven, 1 
No vain reſearches e' er diſturb their reſt, * a 

ea 


Nor fears of dark futurity moleſt. 

Man, only man, ſolicitous to know 

The ſprings whence Nature's operations fic 

Plods through a dreary waſte with toil andp 

And reaſons, hopes, and thinks, and lives 
„ Vain z 

For ſablc Death ſtill nove ring o'er his head 


Cuts ſhort his progreſs with his vital thread 
Wh 


HAT 
clea. 
id yet 


E 
here fore, ſince Nature errs not, do we find) 
heſe ſeeds of ſcience in the human mind, 
no gongenial fruits are predeſign'd ? 
or what avails to man his power to roam 
Ihrough ages paſt, and ages yet to come, 
explore new worlds o'er all th* x zherial way, 
hain'd to a ſpot, and living but a day, 

Ince all muſt periſh in one common grave, 
or can theſe long laborious ſearches ſave ? 
Were it not wiſer far, ſupinely laid, 

1, Woſport with Phyllis in the noon-tide ſhade? 
rat thy jovial feſtivals appear, | 

en, Nreat Bacchus! who alone the ſoul can clear 


„ rom all that it has Hits and all that it can 
tear? 


us 


5 q 94 
s flo 
dp THE ALMIGHTY. 
ve! 


HAT there's a God, from Nature's voice is 
clear, 

dd yet what errors to this truth 3 | 

N 3 How 
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How have the fears and follies of mankind, - 
Now multiply'd their Gods, and now ſub- 

e ee 
To each the frailties of the human mind! 
Nay, Superſtition ſpreads at length 16 wide, 
| Beaſts, birds; and onions too were deified. 
Th Athenian fage, revolving in his mind, 
This weakneſs, blindneſs, madneſs of mankind 
Foretold, that in maturer days, though late, 


tyt: 
loſe 
hat 


When Time ſhould ripen the decrees of Fate, MW die 
Some God would light us, like the riſing dayWlpite 
Through Error's maze, and chaſe theſe cloudſiſſhoſe 
OTE FOREST cap” 675-8 dai 
Long ſince has Time fulfill 'd this great deere lewc 
And broughtus aid from this Divinity. 'hat n 
re ſna 

. | ; deg 


THE ILLS OF LIFE. 


FULL. true it is, ſurvey we life around, 


Whole hoſts of ills on every ſide are found; T th 
| wiFmeſti 


L. 0% L. 
„ Ihe wound not here or. there by c chance a 
D- foe, EE 
ut at the ſpecies meditate the blow... 
 J Fat millions periſtr by each other's hands 
e, War's fierce Ts 419) or r by the * m- 
p mands 157 


ee out their est in chains, 
loſe them in variety of pains! | 
| ee eee by want and hunger 


te, 

ate, die, 

daß ſpite of Witueer's liberality | 

oudMlhoſe, ſtill more numerous, I to name diſ- 
dain, 


lewdneſs and 1 juſtly lain!) 

hat numbers, guiltleſs of their own diſeaſe, 

re ſnatch'd by ſudden death, or waſte by flow 
degrees! 


THE PLEASURES OF LIFE, 


UT there are pleaſures ſtill in human life, 


omeſtic eaſe, a tender, loving wife; 
Children, 


d; 


m_ — — 
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Children, whoſe dawning ſmiles your hear! th 
| put t. 


engage, 
The grace and rac fant of ſoft-ſtealing ON: led b 
If happineſs exiſts; tis ſurely here Ir ſo 


But are theſe joys exempt from care and fear 
Need I the miſeries of that ſtate declare? ut 
When different paſſions draw the wedded pai du 
Or ſay how hard thoſe paſſions to diſcern, th 
Ere the dye's caſt, and tis too late to learn? 
Who can inſure, that what is right and goo 
Theſe children ſhall purſue ? os if they ſhou' 
Death comes when leaft you fear fo black a da 
And all your blooming hopes are ſnatch od, 


—_ BAN :xplo 
n | dore 
e or ſu 
| Ihe g. 
INSTINCT AND REASON. Wh 


THE laws of life, why need I call to mind, Maows 
Nbey'd by birds and beaſts of every kind; ut wa 
By all the ſandy defart's ſavage brood, 


And all the numerous offspring of the flood .. - 
| | 


2 
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ut to ſome deſtinꝰd end ſpontaneous move: 
Led by that Inſtin&t Heaven itſelf inſpires, 

r ſo much Reaſon as their ſtate requires. 
ee all with ſkill acquire their daily food, 

u uſe thoſe arms which Nature has beſtow'd; 
roduce their tender progeny, and feed 


i theſe 1ov' offices completely bleſt, 


Man o'er a wider field extends his views, 


"ro thro' the wonders of his works purſues; 


xploring thence his attributes and laws, 
dores, loves, imitates th' eternal Cauſe ; 
for ſure in nothing we approach ſo high 
The great example of Divinity, | 
As in benevolence : the patriots ſoul 
nd, Mnows not ſelf-cefiter'd for itſelf to roll, 
d; but warms, enlightens, animates the whole. 


Its 


f theſe none uncontroul'd and lawlefs rove, 


Vith care parental, whilſt that care they need! 


or hopes beyond them, nor vain fears moleſt. 


pes bo 
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Its mighty orb embraces firſt his friends, 
His country next, then man; nor here it 
e nee c: 
But to the meaneſt animal deſcends. 


More 
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THe proPStcat MAN. 
A JOLLY, brave toper, who could not for- 


bear, | ; 
T hough his life was in danger, old port and 65 : 
ſale beer, Wo 
Gave the doctors the fabi t dun would 1 
5 drink „„ 1 
Till che dropſy had ſwell'd him as big a as a ton. 
The more he took phyſic the worſe ſtil] he grew, 5 
And tapping was now the laſt thing he could do. Maur 
Affairs at this criſis, and doctors come down, 
He began to conſider, ſo ſent for his ſon : With 
Tom, ſee. by what courſes Pye ſhorten'd my bo 
| life, l 
I'm leaving the world ere I'm forty and five. 


More 


- E 
More than probable *tis, that in twenty-four 
| hours, 
This manor, this houſe, nad eſtate will be 
your's. 
My early exceſſes may teach you this truth, 
That *tis working for death to drink hard in 
one's youth. | 
ys Tom (who's a lad of a generous ſpirit, 
ind not like young rakes, who're in haſte to 
inherit) | 
ir, don't be diſhearten'd; altho' it be true, 
l' operation is painful, and hazardous too, 
is no more than what many a man has gone 
thro? ; 


for- 
and 


,uld 


ton, Wind then, as for years, you may yet be n. 

25 young, 

do. our life after this may be happy and long. 

n, Won't flatter me, Tom, was the father's reply, : 
With a jeſt in his mouth, and a tear in his eye, 
my Moo well by experience, my veſlels, en 

know'ſt, 
rſs 0 ſooner are apt but they give up the — 
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TO A LADY ON A LANDSCAPE OF HER 
DRAWING. 
BEHOLD the magic of Thereſa's hand! 
A new creation blooms at her command. 
Touch d into life the vivid colours glow, 
Catch the warm ſtream, and quicken as 
The raviſh'd ſight. the pleaſing landſcape fill 
Here ſinks the vallies, and there riſe the hi 
Not with more horror nods bleak Calpe' 


Thy 
And 


2 height, 1 
Than here the pi&tur'd rock aſtounds the ſig N 
N ot Thames more devious winding leaves V 

ſource, F. 
Than here the wan®'ring rivers ſhape ii F. 
courſe. D 
Opliquely lab'ring runs the gurgling rill; | ©: 
Still murmring runs, or ſeems to murmur | A 
An aged oak, with hoary moſs o'erſpread, Of 
Here lifts aloft its venerable head; | 1 


* Gibraltar, 


[i683 
There overſhadowing hangs a ſacred wood, 
urn and nods, inverted in the neighb'ring. flood, 
Fach tree as in its native foreſt ſhoots, 
| Wand, bluſhing, bends with Autumn's golden 


fruits. 
Thy pencil lends the roſe a lovelier hne, 
and gives the lily fairer to our view. 


A PROSPECT. 


LET me, gladſome, oft ſurvey 
Nature in her beſt array, i 
Woeds and lawns, and lakes between, 9 
Field of corn, and hedges green; - MI 
Fallow grounds of tawny hue, ; 
Diſtant hills, and mountains blue ; 114 
On whoſe ridge far off appears z 
A wood (the growth of many years 
-ad, | Of aweful oak, or gloomy pine, 
Above the horizon's level line 
Riſing black : ſuch thoſe of old, 

Til Where Britiſh Druids wont to hold 

| O Solemn 
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Solemn aſſemblies, and to keep 1 
Their rites, unfolding myſt'ries deep; I Ar 


Such that fam'd Dodona's grove, 1 
Sacred to prophetic Jove, 

Oft I admire the verdant ſteep, Sha 

Spotted white with many a ſheep 1 

While, in paſtures rich below, Wh 

Among the grazzpg cattle, ſlow A 


Moves the bull Ih heavy tread, And 
Hanging down his lumpiſh head, Ui 
And the proud ſteed neigheth oft, In tr 
Shaking his wanton mane aloft. Is 4 
99K Vain, 

Th 

ro A LADY VERY HANDSOME, BUT 71 Does 
FOND OF DRESS. The 

The g 


PRYTHEE, why ſo fantaſtic and vain? Can 
What charms can the toilet ſupply? Can pe 
Why ſo ſtudious admirers to gain ? Wit! 


Need beauty lay traps for the eye? 
: : n Bec: 
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Becauſe that thy breaſt is ſo fair, 
Muſt thy tucker be ſtill ſetting right? 
And canſt thou not laughing forbear, 
Becauſe that thy teeth are ſo white? 


Shall ſovereign beauty deſcend 
To act ſo ignoble a part? | 
Whole hours at the looking-glaſs ſpend, 
A ſlave to the dictates of art? 
And cannot thy heart be at reſt, 
Unleſs thou excelleſt each fair 
In trinkets and trumpery dreſt? 
Is not that a ſuperfluous care 2 


Vain, idle attempt to pretend 
The lily with whiteneſs to deck! 
Does the rich ſolitaire recommend 
The delicate turn of thy neck? _ 
The gloſſy bright hue of thy hair 
Can powder or jewels adorn ? 
Can perfumes or vermillions compare 
With the breath or the bluſh of the morn ? 


O02 INSCRIP . 
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INSCRIPTION ON A GROTTO OF SHELLS 
| AT CRUX-EASTON,* ER. 
THE WORK OF NINE YOUNG LADIES. 


Zy Mr. Pope. 


HERE, ſhunning idleneſs at once and praiſe, 
This radiant pile nine rural ſiſters raiſe ; 

'The glittering emblem of each ſpotleſs dame, 
Clear as her ſoul, and ſhining as her frame; 
Beauty which Nature only can impart, 

And ſuch a poliſh as diſgraces Art; 

But Fate diſpos'd them in his humble ſort, 
And hid in deſarts what would charm a court, 


* In the county 1 Hants, che * of Edward 
Lifle, Eſq. 


+ Miſſes Liſle, daughters of Edward Lille, and ſiſ- 
ters to Dr. Lifle, 


Ruſ 
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O tc 
d fix 
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IRSES OCCASIONED BY SEEING A CROTTO 


BUILT BY NINE SISTERS, 


By N. Herbert, Eſp 


much this building entertains my ſight, 


mght but the builders can give more delight; 
them the maſter-piece of Nature's ſhewn, 
this I ſee Art's maſter-piece in ſtone. | 
Nature! Nature! thou haſt conquer'd Art: 
e charms the ſight alone, but you the heart. 


9 5 $4 


PORSENNA, KING OF RUSSIA. 


Ruſſia's frozen clime, ſome ages ſince, 
ire dwelt, hiſtorians ſay, a worthy prince, 
o to his people's good confin'd his care, 

d fix d the baſis of his empire there; 

larg'd their trade, the lib'ral arts improv'd, 
de nations happy, and himſelf belov'd; 


O;z , _ To 


J 15 o P > 
To all the neighb'ring ſtates a terror grown, 
The dear delight, and glory of his own. 
Not like thoſe kings, who vainly ſeek renow 
From countries ruin'd, and from battles won 
Thoſe mighty Nimrods, who mean laws deſpile| 
Call murder but a princely exerciſe! iel 
And, if one bloodleſs ſan ſhould ſteal away, T. 
Cry out with Titus, 4 they have loſt a day. 
Who, to be more than men, themſelves de- 

baſe 
Beneath the brutes, their Maker's form de- 
face, 
Raiſing their titles by their Gods arias 
Far diff'rent praiſes, and a brighter tame, | 
The virtues of the young Porſenna claim, 


% 9 


WHEN tepid breezes fann'd the air, 
And violets perfum'd the glade, 
Penſive and grave, my charming fair 


Beneath yon ſhady lime was laid. 
Flour 


- 


= a 
flouriſh, ſaid I, thoſe favour'd boughs, 
And ever ſooth the pureſt flames; 
nowmritneſs to none but faithful vows! 
won Wounded by none but faithful names. 


eld, every tree that crowns the grove, 
To this which pleas'd my wandering dear} 
zunge where you will, ye bands of love, 
Je-Wwil Ye {till ſhall ſeen to revel here. 
Je. MLavinia ſmil'd, and whilſt her arm 
Her fair reclining head ſuſtain'd, 
e. Whctray'd ſhe felt ſome freſh alarm, 
e, And thus the meaning ſmile explain'd : 


Ne 


When ſummer ſuns ſhine forth no more, 
Will then this lime its ſhelter yield? 
Protect us when the tempeſts roar, 
And winter drives us from the field ? 


Yet 
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Yet faithful, then, the fir ſhall laft— 
I ſmile, ſhe cry'd; but, oh! I tremble 
To think, when my fair ſeaſon 's paſt, 
Which Damon then will moſt reſemble. 


HE ANSWER. 
TOO timoroys maid ! can time or chance 
A pure, ingenuous flame controul ? 
Oh, lay aſide that tender glance 
— That melts my frame, that kills my ſoul! 


Were but thy outward charms admir'd, 
| Frail origin of female ſway! ! 

& My flame, like other flames inſpir'd, 

l) Might then like other flames decay. 


But while thy mind ſhall ſeem thus fair, 
Thy ſoul's unfading charms be ſeen, 

Thou may'ſt reſign that ſhape and air, 

Yet find thy ſwain—an ever-green. 


CANDOUR 


Ly 


. 11. 


7 CANDOUR. 


THE warmeſt friend I ever prov'd, 
My bittereſt foe I ſee : 

The kindeſt maid I eyer lov'd, 
Is falſe to love and me. 
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ut ſhall I make the angry vow bb 

Which tempts my wavering mind ? 
hall dark Suſpicion cloud my brow, 1 
And make me ſhun mankind ? 


11! 

vaunt, thou treach'rous fiend ! no more 
Pretend my ſteps to guide; 

et me be cheated o'er and o'er, 

But let me ſtill confide. 


op Mg > - 
— — — 2 * — = 


this be folly, all my claim I 
To wiſdom I reſign ; ee 1 
ut let no ſage preſume to name 4 
His happineſs with mine. PT 5 


— 
LYSANe » Il 
| "3d 


( 154 J 


LYSANDER TO CHLOE. WE ©; 


TIS true, my wiſh will never find 
Another nymph ſo fair, ſo true, 

Since all that's bright, and all that's kind, 
In thoſe expreſliye eyes I view. 


And I with grateful zeal could haſte 


To China for the mereſt toy, 
Could ſcorch on Libya's barren waſte, \ 
To give my dear a moment's joy. 
| do 
But, fickle as the wave or wind, 1 
I once may ſlight thgſe lovely arms ; He 
Pardon a free, e mind, A 


I do not half deſerve thy charms. 


If L in any praiſe excel, 
*Tis in ſoft themes to paint my flame; 


But Chloe's ſweetneſs bids me tell, oh, 
y 


And 


I ſhall not long remain the ſame. . 


E 
I know its ſeaſon will expire, f 
Replac'd by cool eſteem alone; G 
Nor more thy matchleſs breaſt admire, | 
nd, Than I deteſt and ſcorn my own. 


This interval my fate allows, 
And friendſhip dictates all I ſay; 
Oh! ſhun to hear my future vows, 
When giddy love reſumes the lay. 


So ſome poor maniac can foreſee 
The random hours of madneſs nigh ; 

He mourns the fates” ſevere decree, | 
And cantions whom he loves to fly. 


* 


—— 


CHLOE TO LYSANDER. 
je; | 
Or vagrant loves and fickle flames 


Lyſander's Muſe may tell, 
And ſure ſuch artleſs freedom claims 
Ixad His Chloe's beſt farewel. 
| When. 


1 


Whene'er his heart becomes the theme, 


We ſee his fancy ſnine; 
But let not vain Lyſander dream 
That eber that heart was mine. 


Can he that fondly hopes to move, 


With caution chill his lay ? 


Can he who feels the power of love, 


Foretel that love's decay ? 


Why teaſe believing nymphs in vain ? 
Go ſeek ſome pathleſs vale, 

And liſten to thy vocal ſtrain, 
Soft echoing down the dale. 


While artleſs Chloe, hence retir'd, 
Shall this ſad maxim prove, 

No boſom once with love infpir'd, 

Could ever ceaſe to love. 


0 2 
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0 THE MEMORY OF AN AGREEABLE LADY, 
WHO WAS MARRIED TO A PERSON 
UNDESERVING OF HER. 


TWAs always held, and ever will, 
By ſage mankind, diſcreeter, 

I' anticipate a leſſer ill, 
Than undergo a greater. 


When mortals dread diſeaſes, pain, | 
And languiſhing conditions, 0 Af 

Who don't the leſſer ills ſuſtain | 
Of phyſic and phyſicians ? 


Rather than loſe his whole eſtate, 
He that but little wiſe is, 

Full gladly pays four parts in eight 
To taxes and exciſes. 


With numerous ills in ſingle life 
The bachelor's attended; 
Such to avoid, he takes a wife— 
And much the caſe is mended, . 
| Re | Poor 


| ( 132] 

| Poor Gratia, in her twentieth year, 
Foreſeeing future woe, 

Choſe to attend a monkey here, 
Before an ape Ws | 


9259 
VERSES ADDRESSED TO A LADY. 


THE midnight moon ſerenely ſmiles 
O'er Nature's ſoft repoſe, + 

No low'ring cloud obſcures the ſkies, 
Nor ruffling tempeſt blows. 


Now every paſſion ſinks to reſt, 
The throbbing heart lies ſtill, 


And varying ſchemes of life no more 


Diſtract the labouring will. 


In Silence huſh'd, to Reaſon' s voice 
Attends each mental pow 1 

Come, dear Emilia! and enjoy 
Reflection” 5 favourite hour. 


An 
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Come, while this peaceful ſcene invites, 

Let's ſearch this ample round; | 
Where ſhall the lovely Wenne form 

Of Happineſs be found? 
Does it amidft the frolio mink” 

Of gay aſſemblies deln 3 
Or hide beneath the ſolemn gloom .- 

That ſhades the hermit's cell? 


» 


To —_— withes, juſt 3 
Is happineſs confin'd ? 

And, deaf to Folly's call, attends 
The mulic of the mind? 


N 1 4 
%, 


+ REPENTANCE.. 
By Miſs Safer. 
All attendants apart, 
I examin'd' my heart | 


4 * night when J laid me to reſt; 
2 2 And 


3: 
4 e 
. 
i 
4 , 
* 
: : 
þ 
2 
1 
4 
2 ; 
14 F 
i > 5 
[ 
& 34 
4 77 ? 
* . 
9s 
: | : 
= [ 
T7208 / 
: [ 
: 
4 


. 


4 

unn a 

_ * * « 5 4 
8 n 

5 $0 GT ee; 44 8 Sag As 79 


' hou ea att eons 


* e 
. 
wan 


— wa 
—— * „ 
— CC 7 6 


+ 


a —_— 


[ 160 J 
And methinks I'm inclin'd 
To a change of my mind, 
For, you know, ſecond thoughts are the be 


Jo retire from the crowd, | 
And make ourſelves good, 


Buy avoiding of every temptation, BALM 
Is in truth to reveal | Jail, j 
What we'd better conceal, Df riot 

That our paſſions want ſome regulation. {Let Pr 
| 5 nig 

It will much more redound y ſob 
To our praiſe to be found, With t 
In a world ſo abounding with evi, | fr 
* Unſpotted and pure, | While 
Though not ſo demure $04 
As to wage open war with the devil. obacc 
| Where 
Then bidding farewel | Df Jaw 
To the thoughts of a cell, RN caln 


I'll prepare for a militant life; 


rr - 


7 1} 
And if brought to diſtreſs, 
Why then—L'll confeſs, 


_ | Andeo Pere in ſhape of @ wi. 
Je 


a 1 


A PANEGYRIC ON ALE. 
BALM of my cares, ſweet ſolace of my toils, 
Jail, juice benignant o'er the coſtly cups 
df riot-ſtirring wine, unwholeſome draught, 
et Pride's looſe ſons prolong the waſteful. 
night : 
y ſober evening let the tankard bleſs, 
With toaſt imbrown'd, and fragrant nutmeg 
fraught ;. 
While the rick draught, with oft-repeated 
whiffs, | 
obacco mild improves : divine repaſt! 
Where no crude ſurfeit, or intemperate joys 
Df lawleſs Bacchus reign : but o'er my ſoul 
calm Lethean creeps. In drowſy'd trance 


P 2 Hach 
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Each thought fublides, and ſweep Oblivion I; 
| wraps | 
My peaceful brain, as if the magic rod Er 


Of leaden Morpheus o'er mine eyes had ſhed 
Its opiate influence, What though ſore ills 
Oppreſs, dire want of chill-diſpelling coals, 
Or cheerful candle, ſave the make-weight's 
gleam _ 3 
Hap'ly remaining. . ale HA 


Cheers the ſad * and every want ſupplies. 8 
Aa Ti 


ive 2 
lis onl 
nd hi 
zuſineſ 


55, 


chlor's NEEDLE, 
AS Chloe ply'd her Needle's art, 
A purple drop the ſpear 


Made from the heedleſs finger ſtart, 
And from her Oe a tear. | 


Ah! might but Chloe by hey ſmart 
Be taught for mine to feel; 
Mine caus'd by Cupid's piercing dart, 
More ſharp than pointed ſteel ! 
| | Then 


8. 
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Then I her Needle would adore, 
Love's arrow it ſhould be, 
Endu'd with ſuch a ſubtle pow'r 
Jo reach her heart for me. 


THE INDOLENT. | 


IAT ſelf-ſufficiency and falſe content 
enumb the ſenſes of the Indolent! 

ad to all purpoſes of good or ill, 

ive alone in an anactive will : 

lis only vice in 70 good action lies, 

nd his ſole virtue is his want of wice. 
nſineſs he deems too hard, trifles too eaſy, 
nd doing nothing finds himſelf too buſy. 
lence he cannot bear, noiſe is diſtraction, 
loiſe kills with buſtle, ſilence with reflection. 
o want he feels — what has he to purſue? 
o him *tis leſs to ſuffer, than to do. 


1 . 


con Tas INVENTION. OF r LETTERS. 


TELL me what Genius did the art 5ovent, 
The lively image of the voice to paint; 
Who firſt the ſecret how to colour ſound, 
And give ſhape to reaſon, wiſely found; e fir! 
With bodies how to cloath ideas taught, he a 
And how to draw the picture of a thought; he v 
Who taught the hand to ſpeak, the eye to heargoave 
And ſilent language roving far and near; 
Whoſe ſofteſt noiſe outſtrips loud pane 
ſound, 
And ſpreads her accents thro the world's 
round. 


Df pai 


Avoice heard by the deaf, ſpoke bythe dn | » 
| 8 ; 's Wit 
Whoſe echo reaches long, long time to come A; 


W hich dead men ſpeak as well as thoſe aliv 
Tell me what Genius did this art contrive. 


TH 


1 


5 ANSWER. | 
HE noble art to Cadmus owes its rife, 
Of painting words and ſpeaking to the eyes: 
e firſt in wond'rous magic fetters bound 
The airy voice, and ſtopp'd the flying ſound 
; The various figures, by his pencil wrought, 


arfave colours form, and body to the thought; 
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THE PLAY-THING CHANGED. 1 
KITT 's charming voice and face, 
Syren- like, firſt caught my fancy; 
Wit and humour next take place, 
And now I doat on ſprightly Nancy. 


1 2 


1 tunes her pipe in vain, | 

With airs moſt languiſhing and dying: 36 

Calls me falſe, ungrateful ſwain, 349 W 
And tries in vain to ſhoot me flying. 


20. 4 * 
— * 
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wv 
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W with reſiſtleſs art, 5 
Always humorous, gay, and witty, 

Has talk'd herſelf into my heart, 
And uu excluded tuneful Kitty. 1 


an. Kyi len boys 1 
| Now ipleas'd with ſong, and now with 
prattle, 7 | | 
Still 1 longing for the neweſt w_ 

Has chang'd his whiſtle for a rattle, 


. . 4 
- — 6 4 


- ADDRESS TO THE DEITY. 


FATHER - of light and uſer nd ren ge 
preme, 


Oh teach me what is good Teach me thyſelf! 


4 


Save me from folly, vanity, and vice, 
From every low purſuit! and feed my ſotil 
With know ledge, confoious _ 1 rege 
pure; Wee! 8 + 
Sacred, cabſantial, For e blit 
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HYMN 
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K 
KFEMN ON PROVIDENCE. . 


THE Lord my paſture ſhall prepare, 
And feed me with a ſhepherd's care; 


His prefence ſhall my wants ſupply, 


And guard me with a watchful eye; 
My noon-day walks he fhall attend, 
And all my midnight hours defend. 


When in the ſultry glebe I faint, 

Or in the thirſty mountains pant, 

To fertile vales, and dewy meads, 
My weary wand'ring ſteps he leads; 
Where peaceful rivers, ſoft and ſlow, 
Amid the verdant landſcape flow. 


Though in the paths of Death I tread, 


With gloomy horrors overſpread, 


My ſtedfuſt heart ſhall fear no ill, 


For thou; Q Lord! art with me ſtill: 


Thy friendly crook ſhall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dreadful ſhade. 


Though 


F; 
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. | 
Through deviops Ionelywilds F'ftray, » 
Thy bounty ſhall myPaing. beguilez 
The barren wilderneſs ſhall ſmile, . - 
With ſudden greens and herbage crown'd, 
And ſtreams ſhall murmur all around. 


<= ANOTHER HYMN, . 
WHEN riſing from the bed of Death, 
O'erwhelm'd with guilt and Gs + 

I ſee my Maker face to face, 
Oh! how ſhall I appear! 
Ik yet, while pardon may be found, 
Ad mercy, may be ſought, . + 
My heart with inward horror ſhrinks, "ng 
And enn 5 the A RY 


7 
C 


WR 4% AE 
Now, Lord of all, he reigns above, 
And from his heav*nly throne 
He ſees what children dwelliin love, 
And marks them for his-own. 


* * 
W # 


ovE BETWEEN BROTHERS AND $15TERS, 


WHATEVER brawls diſturb the ſtreet, 
There ſhould be peace at home; 

Where ſiſters dwell, and brothers meet, 
Quarrels ſhould never come. 


Birds in their little neſts agree, 
And *tis a ſhameful ſight, 
When children of one family 
2 7 re and . and fight [ 


Hard names at art, and threat“ ning words, 
That are but noiſy breath, 
ay grow to clubs, and naked 2 f 
To n and to death. 


2 2 155 Q. 2 | The 
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The devil tempts one mother's ſon 1 
To rage againſt another; 
so wicked Cain was hurried on, £4 
Till he had kill'd his brother. 
The wiſe will make their anger cool, I. 
At leaſt before tis nicht; 
But, in the boſom of a fool, F 
It burns till morning light. 
Pardon, O Lord, our childiſh rage, II 
Our little brawls remove; 
That, as we grow to riper age, 11 
Our hearts may all be love. 1 


„„ 
AGAINST IDLENESS AND MISCHIEF, 
How doth the little buſy bee 1 
Improve each ſhining hour, | 
And gather honey all the day 
From ev'ry opening flower! 


He 


* 
How ſ{kilfully ſhe builds her cell! 
How neat ſhe ſpreads the wax 1 
And labours hard to ſtore it well 
With the ſweet food ſhe makes. 


In works of labour, or of ſkill, 
I would be buſy too; 
For Satan finds ſome miſchief (til 

For idle hands to do. | 


In books, in work, or healthful play, 
Let my firſt years be paſt, | 

That I may give for every day 

Some good account at laſt, 


OBEDIENCE TO PARENTS. 
LET children that would fear the Lord, 
Hear what their teachers ſay;  _ 
With rev'rence meet their parents word, 

And with delight obex. 


A „„ 
| Have you not heard what dreadful plagues 
Are threaten'd by the Lord, JI 
To him that breaks his father's law, | - Mes 
Or mocks his mother's word? B. 


What heavy guilt upon hin l les! 


How curſed is his name! Et Y, 
The ravens ſhall pick out his eyes, 

And eagles eat the fame. | 02 v0 
But thoſe who worſhip God, and give 
Their parents honour due, | 
Here on this earth they _ _ lives So 

And live hereafter too. 2 | 3 

—— | | B ; 


OUR SAVIOUR'S GOLDEN RULE. 
BE you to others kind and true, 


As you'd have others be to you ; 3 4 
And neither do nor ſay to men, . Bu 


What you would not take 1 8 8 . 


EET, THE ROSE, 
HOW fair is the Roſe! what a beautiful flow'r! 
The glory of April and May! 


But the leaves are beginning to fade in an hour, 
And they wither and die in a day. 


| Yet the Roſe has one powerful virtue to boaſt. 


Above all the flow'rs of the field, 
When its leaves are all dead, and fine Eg 


are loft, 
weeds how ſweet a perfume it will yieldf 


So frail is the yon and the beauty of men, 
Thoꝰ they bloom and look gay like the Roſe! 

But all our fond care to preſerve them is vain, 
Time kills them as faſt as he 1255 


Then Plt not be proind of my youth or my 


beauty, 
3 Since both of them wither and fade, 
But gain a good name by well doing my duty; 
This will ſcent like a Roſe when I'm dead. 


7 


VANITT. 4 


K. a0 
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- THE WISDOM | AND GOODNESS or 
- PROVIDNECE. 


' THE bliſs of man, (could Pride that wege 
find) 

Is not to act or think beyond 3 
No pow'rs of body or of foul to ſhare 

But what his nature and his ſtate can bear. 
Why has not man a microſcopic eye? 
For this plain reaſon, Man is not a Fly, 

Say what the uſe, were finer optics given, 

I' inſpe& a mite, not comprehend the heay'n ? 
Or touch, if tremblingly alive all o'er, 

Toſmart and agonize at ev'ry pore; 

Or quick effluvia darting thro” the brain, 
Die of a roſe in aromatic pain? 5 

If nature thunder'd in his op' ning ears, 

And ſtunn'd him with the muſic of the ſpheres, 
How would he wiſh that heav'n had left him ſtill 
The whiſp'ring zephyr and the purling rill ? 
Who finds not Providence all good and wife, 
Alike in ant it gives, and what dex ies ? 


2 alllS 
THE END. . ee 
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